"According to social conventions, it is said that one can speak the truth only when it is 
palatable to others. But that is not truthfulness. The truth should be spoken in such a 
straight and forward way, so that others will understand actually what the facts are. If a 
man is a thief and if people are warned that he is a thief that is truth. Although sometimes 
the truth is unpalatable, one should not refrain from speaking it. Truthfulness demands 
that the facts be presented as they are for the benefit of others. That is the definition of 


truth." 
~ Bhagavad-gita As It Is. Chapter 10 Text 4 
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I want to tell you about a time about 50 years ago when I was just a little boy living in 
Virginia. We only lived in Virginia for about a year but it was the best of times and, of 
course, the worst of times when we had to leave. 


But I am getting ahead of myself. Let’s start at the start. 


First I want to tell you that I am just one of the six people in my immediate family that 
lived there. So my little story is just one-sixth of the whole truth. It is just this one 
person's narrative. There are 5 other points of view that you won't get from reading this. 
So you must understand that I may have some facts wrong but it is the best I can do and I 
hope you will forgive my errors. I can't tell you how anyone else felt about anything or 
how they perceived events as they unfolded. I can only tell you to the best of my ability 
what I experienced and what I felt. That is all. 


Second I want to say out loud: [LOVE MY MOTHER AND MY FATHER. 


They both had to deal with a lot of sh*t that I don't know anything about. Anything that 
happened to me as a result was my karma. And theirs. We all have to suffer and enjoy in 
this life as we did in the past and as we will in the future. It is all fair. That is my opinion. 
2011 


060892 2326 Virginia bits 

Going out in the fresh rain. Yellow bright raincoat with big side 
pockets. “Keep your hood on and you won’t get sick!” 

Splattering water feels soothing with its own flavor of energy. 

Walking in the puddles and little rivers by the empty curb. No cars 
go down Almond avenue. 

My boots splash and nudge stones. White, pink, yellow, orange. 
All smoothies. Good safe feel. Put it in your pocket. Another one 
and another. 

Almond avenue goes two ways. One way goes to school and the 
stores. And the mobile library with Winnie the Pooh and Piglet. 

The other way goes to the woods and the creek, crickets, grasshopping 
bugs of every size and color. Flying grasshoppers. I’d catch them 
one by one and put ‘em in a mayonnaise jar with a stick inside for 
them to climb around on. Holes for air in the lid. 


060892 2336 

The creek was full of crawfish and newts. The crawfish were 
pretty easy to catch with your bare hands and plop ‘em into a jar 
of water. 

Newts were a lot harder to catch. None of us ever came close. 
Except once. 

We were all at the creek on a hot day during summer vacation. 
Me, Larry and Paul. 

Three crawfishermen with their three trusty mayonnaise jars. 
Men against crawfish in a bare handed brawl of speed and sleight 
of hand. It was going too easy. Crawfish were falling into our jars. 

There on a wet rock was a red-brown newt. My hand snapped 
out and caught his tail. I had him. “Put him in the jar!” 

My jar was behind theirs. I couldn’t put it in his jar. He might 
not give it back. So I tried to hurry to my jar but I just couldn’t. 
Oh no. I dropped him. In tears. 


Almond Ave. A fairy tale. Bittersweet grass with Sheba lying next 
to me. Green eye and blue. White fluffy hair. On her leash. 

Frogs jump right out of small dirt mounds. Catching newts and 
baby crawfish. Bare handed and barefoot. The little creek trembling 
through the woods and rocks and leaves. Little boys and their first 
and last taste of true happiness. Togetherness. 

Mom’s dried biscuits. Late nights by myself. Chiller theater and 
dry biscuits. The start of my separation? 


Visited Richmondtown Settlement with Leroy yesterday. 
Tin smith. Basket weaving. Linen spinning. 

It reminded me of Virginia. Finding a genuine Civil War bullet. 
Being caught in the rain among the trees. Running from lightning. 


Jamestown. Sparks of past life. Dad was there. Where else was he? 
At Eskimo Pie. 


I specifically remember once being locked in the bathroom on Thanksgiving day. I was 
around 8 or 9 years old. We had finally moved into an apartment after being forced to 
abandon our house/home in Richmond, Virginia. Abandoned the apple trees, the peach 
tree, the blackberry bushes and the raspberry bushes, the forest, the creek, the crawfish, 
the newts, the frogs, the turtles, the crickets and flying grasshoppers. Secret agent games. 
Winnie the Pooh and the mobile library. Green Gomez the Wishnik and Clanky and the 
Indian and Eskimo Pie. Sheba my kitty. Civil war bullets. It’s funny what a person 
remembers. 


My problems that had gone away had returned. My fear of a return to being abused by 
relatives in NY. I refused to do number 2. So, on Thanksgiving day, in order to induce 
me, with the threat of no turkey and no movie if I didn't, they locked me in the bathroom 
and made me sit on the toilet until I went. At the same time my mother and father and 
brothers and sister had Thanksgiving dinner and then they all sat in the living room 
watching the Wizard of Oz. I sat with my pants down on the cold toilet bowl] for hours. 
Hearing the movie. 

Not crying. Not doing number 2. 

Until bedtime. With no dinner. 

Old school therapy session lol 

Today they would be arrested. 

It’s no wonder I am so anti-social. 

Well at least that's another reason among many. 

But only for the grace of Krishna (God) 

I wouldn't be able to write about it. 


012297 catholic 

One of these days I would like to write a great novel, but 
for now, this will have to do. What this is, Iam sure, I don’t 
really know yet, but it is a start, I think. 

Words, descriptions, pictures, thoughts, wishes — they have 
no value except in relation to the Lord. 

“Man proposes, God disposes.” 

“For one who has taken birth, death is certain; and for one 
who dies, birth is certain.” 

What do I know about God? 

When I was a child in catholic school I was taught by 
authorities — priests, nuns, catechism — that all men were made 
in the image of God. They also taught that all men were born 
with sin — original sin — which could not be forgiven except 
through acceptance of the sacrament of baptism. 

Jesus Christ was my first siksa guru. He was called the 
Son of God. He was depicted in all paintings as a fair- 
skinned, blue-eyed, bearded young man with a benevolent 
countenance and an ever-present halo around his head. 

Jesus was our savior. He was our shepherd and we were 
his sheep. He loved us and only wanted our love in 
return. He was the Son of God and God was his Father as 
well as the Father of all mankind. 

God the Father was very old, fair-skinned with profusely 
flowing long white hair and beard. He was always in 
the clouds in the sky. He was a stern and sometimes 
fierce-looking God of punishment and vengeance. If you 
sinned you could expect swift and merciless retribution from 
God the Father. And if He somehow missed punishing you 
for your sins, Sister George Vera was there to make sure 
your punishment was not overlooked. 

So we were taught to love the Son but to fear the Father. 
Behave yourself or suffer eternal damnation in hell. 


970810 I never chanted 

Srila Prabhupada and Sri Sri Radha Govinda allowed me to 
lead the chanting for Prabhupada’s Guru Puja today at the 
Brooklyn temple. I chanted slowly and surely and didn’t try 
anything fancy. It was a very nice feeling to lead the chanting 
again. 

I never chanted for Sri Sri Radha Govinda before. Not even 
at 55th street. They were very merciful to me. 


970825 SP Vyasa Puja offering 

Srila Prabhupada — there is no way to truly glorify your 
transcendental personality, your transcendental activities, your 
transcendental accomplishments, or your transcendental mercy 
upon the fallen conditioned souls. 

You are the embodiment of the 26 qualities of the pure devotee. 
You are expert in all 9 processes of devotional service. You are 
the expert preacher, the expert philosopher, the expert psychologist, 
the expert scientist, and the expert author. You are expert in every 
facet of Krishna Consciousness. 

You are the expert disciple. His Divine Grace Bhaktisiddhanta 
Sarasvati Goswami gave you these instructions - print books and 
preach in the west. You took up the order from his mouth and 
with unflinching faith in your guru you transformed the entire 
world. 

You are the expert guru. You planted the seed of devotion to 
Krishna here, at 26 Second Avenue, in the stone-like hearts of 
the mlechas. Through your love, patience, tender care and 
unlimited compassion, that seed has sprouted and grown, 
transforming those mlechas into saintly personalities, lovers 
of God. 

You are the expert devotee of Krishna. You know perfectly 
the science of Krishna Consciousness. You are the best cook, 
the best pujari, the best singer, the best musician, the best 
logician and the best at cleaning Krishna’s temple. 

You are the most confidential servant of Krishna, and yet you 
are His most humble servant. 

yasya prasadad bhagavat prasado 

yasya prasadan na gati kuto pi 

dyayamstuvams tasya yasyas trisandhyam 

vande guroh sri caranaravindam 

By the mercy of the spiritual master one receives the mercy 
of Krishna. 

By your Bhaktivedanta purports you truly have given us the 
mercy of Krishna. 

Every moment of your life, every word, every action, every 
gesture, every look — was in the service of Krishna. 

The greatest acarya of all! 

Srila Prabhupada ki jaya! 


11-10-97 a small part 

This story has no beginning and no ending. There is only 
a small part of the in-between. 

Now, you might say to yourself, that is a beginning. And 
you have every right. Except you are wrong. I should know. 
I’m writing this story, aren’t I? I make the rules. I set the 
standards. I! I! I! I hope that is clear. Please don’t interrupt 
me again. You are the observer, the listener, the reader. If 
you wish to derive the full benefit of this story, if you want 
to hear and understand the message I am broadcasting then 
do not try to derail my train of thought. Thank you. 

You are eternal. Iam eternal. I’m not talking about our 
bodies. They are temporary. The soul is what I am talking 
about. 

Have you ever read the Bhagavad-Gita (as it is) by His 
Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami? If you have 
not, you must get a copy. Don’t waste time. Your life is 
at stake. I’m serious. 


In the second chapter you will find this verse — 

text 20 
na jayate mryate va kadacin 
nayam bhutva bhavita va na bhuyah 
aja nityah sasvato yam parano 
na hanyate hanyamane sarire 

translation - 

For the soul there is never birth nor death. Nor, having once been, 
does he ever cease to be. He is unborn, eternal, 

ever-existing, undying and primeval. 

He is not slain when the body is slain. 

purport — 

...the soul is not born, but, because he takes on a material 
body, the body takes its birth. The soul does not take birth 
there, and the soul does not die...and because the soul has 
no birth, he therefore has no past, present or future. He is 
eternal, ever-existing and primeval — that is, there is no 
trace in history of his coming into being... 

There is no beginning. There is no ending. There is only 
the telling of what happened during a small part of the 
in-between. 

His body took birth in a hospital. Greenpoint Hospital if 
you must know. That’s in Brooklyn. That’s in New York 
City. That’s in New York State. That’s in the United States 
of America. That’s on the surface of the planet Earth. 
You’ve heard of those places haven’t you? 


some stories don't have 

& clear beginning, middle, 

and end. life is about not 
knowing, having to change, 
taking the moment and making 
the best of it, without knowing 
what's going to happen next. 
Gelicious ambiguity... 


-gilda radner 


Feeling out of place? 


Sunday, December 21, 2008 at 6:13am 
No one belongs here 

this world is temporary 

this world is home to duality 
happiness and distress 

heat and cold 

summer and winter 

life and death 


We are all ETERNAL spiritual sparks 
full of bliss and knowledge 

somehow or other 

mostly due to envy 

we have become trapped 

in the prison of the material world 


No one belongs here 

we are out of place here 

when one realizes this 

it is a small sign of advancement 
on the spiritual path 

back to home 


Back to Godhead 


Why - just a word. 


Saturday, December 20, 2008 at 1:39pm 
Tell me why. 

Why did I do that? 

Why didn't I do that? 

Why am I in this particular place and time and circumstance? 
Why do I think one person is a friend and another person not? 
Why does one person like me and another person dislike me? 
Why did I say that? 

Why didn't I say what I really wanted to say? 
Why did what I say not accurately convey what I meant to say? 
Why didn't I just say nothing? 

Why didn't I say something? 

Why do I remember? 

Why do I forget? 

Why do I think I am smart? 

Why am I stupid? 

Why do I think I am happy? 

Why am I sad? 

Why do I think I am brave? 

Why am I afraid? 

Why do I think I am successful? 

Why am [a failure? 

Why do I think I am independent? 

Why do I need? 

Why do I feel superior? 

Why do I feel inferior? 

Why am I emotional? 

Why am I callously indifferent? 

Why do I think I am important? 

Why am I insignificant? 

Why am I lazy? 

Why do I want to be wanted? 

Why do I want to be left alone? 

Why do I love? 

Why do I hate? 

Why am I never satisfied? 

Why can't anyone help me? 

Why can't I help anyone? 

Why can't I help myself? 

Why am I invisible? 

Why do I stick out like a sore thumb? 

Why am I ugly? 

Why do I have so many questions? 

Why do I take so many things for granted? 


Why do I bore people? 
Why do people bore me? 
Why am I not bored? 
Why am I serious? 

Why am I frivolous? 
Why do I matter? 

Why do you matter? 


Why do I care? 
No one will bother to read this anyway. 
Why? 


Talk sbout emply hesde! 


You win the prize 
For least gray matter 
in the largest space! 


The words always fall short 
Friday, December 5, 2008 at 6:33am 


I want to write something that will change the way everyone, including myself, thinks, 
feels and acts. I want to write words that will inspire us to embrace each other, knowing 
that [am you and you are me in the sense that we all want the same things - love, peace, 
comfort, compassion, harmony, trust, truth, abundance and fearlessness. 

No matter what I write, when I see it in print, it always seems empty and hollow and 
missing the point. These few words are a perfect example. 

Why is it so hard for me to just say - "I love you."? 


Change! What change? 


Wednesday, December 3, 2008 at 12:18am 

So - 

The "people" have spoken and voted in the bringer of change - Mr. Obama. 

I know he isn't the president yet, but it is becoming increasingly obvious to any unbiased 
observer that his announcements of persons he wants in his cabinet and inner circle are 
all the same old same old. Is there even one person that is new to this scene? 


While the politicians take all of our money and hand it over to their best friends, relatives, 
and supporters - the failed bankers, mortgage brokers, etc... We the people have 
absolutely no say in it at all. After they throw all our money away and the failures keep 
on failing - we will be left holding the bag - the bag of crushing debt. They keep their 
limos and multiple mansions and fat bank accounts and we keep scrimping and starving. 


In case you didn't know - that is their plan. That has always been their plan. Fear is the 
greatest motivator. Fear of terrorism, fear of losing your job, fear of losing all your 
money, fear of hunger, fear of dying. Fear will make you do almost anything. 


Don't be afraid! 


We must stop putting our faith in lying, cheating, murdering scoundrels. 
Put your faith in God. Krishna, Rama, Chaitanya, Buddha, Allah, Jehovah, Yahweh. 
That is the only lasting solution to any and all of the problems we are facing. 


Let the banks fail, let the brokers fail, let Wall Street fall, bring back all of our youth 
from Iraq and Afghanistan and anywhere else where they are engaged in murdering for 
illicit usurpation of other's properties. 


Start thinking spiritual, not material. Start thinking for yourself. 
Your true self - the soul. 


Turn off the propaganda news channels. Stop reading the propaganda newspapers. 


Start reading your Bhagavad-gita, Bible, Koran, etc... Start praying. 
Prayer is a powerful tool. When done with sincerity it purifies your entire existence. You 
will think clearly and act properly. 


Look inside yourself and you will find the answer in your heart of hearts. 
Look for love and light, not fear and darkness. 
Trust in the Lord and not the cheaters who want to lord it over you. 


A small piece of a work in progress. Sorry if it offends anyone. 
Monday, November 3, 2008 at 6:32pm 


I can't hear you 

because there's a train roaring through my headphones 

and I can't see you 

because there's an Icd screen glued to my eyes 

and I can't touch you 

because there's a game console in my hands 

and I can't talk to you 

because there's someone more important on my cell phone. 


A small poem on a rainy day 
Friday, September 26, 2008 at 8:49pm 


Free falling feathers of rainwater 
cascading - floating softly 

mutely surrendering to their silent descent 
saturating and cleansing 

an indiscriminate mystery 

infinitesimal, yet all encompassing 

seeds of life. 


This written piece is just so inadequate in describing how the rain fell today, how it 
looked and sounded and felt as it dropped from above. It is my humble attempt at 
capturing its effect on my blunt senses. It is full of fault, but I pray it will be appreciated 
by you. 

John/Jagannatha 


What the wind has said 
Monday, September 29, 2008 at 8:07pm 


Do you ever listen to the wind? 

It whispers, it talks, it sings. 

It cries, it howls, it shrieks. 
Sometimes I try to listen. 

Most times, I must confess, 

I don't understand what 

the wind is saying. 

But sometimes, 

in very rare moments 

of quiet and solitude, 

amidst the incessant cacophony 

of the motors running 

and the jacks-hammering 

and the insane quarreling 

of the senses-numbing, 

compassion deficient 

"civilized" world - 

the voice of the wind glides in 

and around, swirling, curling, trembling 
and its sweet soft voice speaks to me. 


The wind tells me 

"Your kings have become 

no better than jackals. 

Soon the rains will stop falling. 
The lakes and rivers and oceans 
will dry up. 

The jungles and forests 

will wither and die. 

The noisy engines 

will grind to a halt. 

The cities will crumble. 

You will have no food. 

You will have no shelter. 

You will perish. 

I know these things 

because I have seen them happen before, 
so many times that I have lost count." 
And then it laughs - 

not a loud and brash laugh - 

but a sad and cold resigned laugh 
that goes right through me 

and makes my teeth chatter 

and my entire being shiver 

with remembrance. 


And then it goes away. 
And when I tell anyone 
what the wind has said - 
they laugh at me. 

Like jackals. 


10 03 2011 


life is sometimes called a journey 
life is sometimes called a bitch 

life is hell sometimes 

life is heaven sometimes 

every second and every moment 
and every hour and every day 

and every month and every year 
and every decade and every century 
and every millennium 

life and everything in it 

changes changes changes 

my body 

and the world I live in 

have been experiencing change after change 
for two score and 16 years now 

and I still don't know 

who Iam 

or where I belong 

or what to do about it 

or even if I should do something about it 
I DON'T KNOW SH*T! 


since I took birth in this corner of the universe 
I have been a child 

and I have tried to raise children 

I have laughed 

and I have cried 

so much smiles and cries 

T have told the truth 

and I have lied 

Ihave loved 

and I have hated 

I have been beaten 

and I have beaten others 

I have been cheated 

and I have cheated 

I have experienced pain 

and I have experienced pleasure 

I have obeyed man-made laws 

and I have broken them 

I even have tried to obey God's perfect laws 
and I've broken probably every one of them too 


I am tired of all of the changes 

all the perpetual duality 

always having to feed this lump of flesh 
and wash it 

and feed it 

and just all the constant maintenance 
and all for naught 

because it’s always breaking down 
and getting sick 

and as it ages 

it breaks down more and more 

and gets sick more and more 

until it’s useless 

and it’s unattractive 

and it’s always smelly 

and downright repulsive 
mirror-cracking disgusting 

not that my particular body 

was ever attractive to begin with 


I am just worn down 

by this non-stop Ferris wheel existence 
I would never end it myself 

I have no desire to be a ghost 

I am just saying 


what I feel other people are feeling 
I think I am not the only one 

with these thoughts and feelings 

to be continued 


10 06 2011 
Waiting for the death train 


It’s like when I go to Grand Central Station to take the subway. Some people are already 
there waiting who knows how long for the express train to come. Then I show up and 
find an open spot on the platform to wait with everyone else. Some of those people have 
been there for 30 minutes and some for 15 or 10 or like me just a minute or two. Then 
some more people come down the stairs to wait. And now I'm looking at my watch and 
I've been here 7 minutes now. And more people are coming down the stairs. We're all 
waiting for the same train. 


But we all know what the next stop will be, whether we are heading uptown or downtown, 
we are certain we will arrive at our chosen destination. 


Not with death. 
Isn't it a similar situation here on this planet as in the train station waiting? 


Some people have been on this planet for 70 years and some for 60 years and even longer. 
I've been here 56 years. My siblings have been here for 57, 54 and sorry but I'm not 

gonna say baby sister's. My children have been here even less years and my grandsons 
have barely had time to grow yet. And more are born into this world as I write this. And 
whether you admit it or not the fact is we are all waiting to die. Not like moping around 
and whining "Oh, woe is me I'm going to die! Let me just curl up in a ball and cry till it’s 
all over"! I mean we are all waiting for that death train. 


The one difference that I see is that with the express train, either the 4 or 5, uptown the 
next stop is 59th Street and downtown the next stop is 14th Street Union Square. But on 


the death train you don't know what the next stop is going to be. 


I'm just saying it would be nice to know where the f*ck I was going. 
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We believe anything they tell us 
DST to EST to DST 


11/08/2011 EST 


at 2 am on november 7 2011 

we were all told here in the good old usa 
to "turn our clocks back" one hour 

and it magically became | am once again 
BECAUSE 

we were all in eastern standard time 


now we WERE 

in daylight savings time 

up until 2 am on november 7 2011 

you know daylight savings time 

that was before 2 am on november 7 2011 
and after 2 am on march 13 2011 


come on, you remember 

then we were all told here in the good old usa 
to "turn our clocks forward" one hour 

and it magically became 3 am 

BECAUSE 

we were all in daylight savings time 


First of all 

NOBODY is "turning" a clock either backwards 
or forwards 

everything is digital 

everything is automatic 

all of our little hand held 

gizmos and doohickeys know better than we do 
if we are in standard time 

or 

if we are in savings time 


Second 

but most important 

at least I think it is 

don't you see the absurdity of it 
is it2 am or is it 1 am 

if it is really 1 am standard time 
THEN 

what we are being told is this: 


YOU DON'T EXIST!!! 
SH*T! WHAT THE F*CK YOU SAY!!!! 


Yeah you don't exist 

if we are told 

a whole hour did not exist 

then doesn't it stand to reason 
that you ask the question 

did any of the hours 

in daylight savings time 

ever really exist? 

and vice versa 

when the sh*t jumps ahead one hour 
what the f*ck happened there? 
do you mean to tell me 

that we are all traveling 
backwards and forwards in time 
through the god-like powers 

of the almighty clock? 


NO 

you can't travel back and forth 

through time 

I don't give a rat's petooty 

about what the "genius scientists" say 
you CAN get trapped in a dimension 
where time is slower and you age slower 
and you stay younger longer but 

I digress 


What this time hop-scotch is about 

is control of your existence 

playing keep away with your freedom 
playing keep away with your life 
playing keep away with your time 
and if your time don't exist 


NEITHER DO YOU! 
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There are moments when this real self of mine shines out of me, and there are other 

moments when I feel compelled to camouflage my real self. 
If I am anything as a person, it is what I 
think 

judge 

feel 

value 

honor 

esteem 

love 

hate 

fear 

desire 

hope for 

believe in 

and 
am committed to. 

These are the things that define my person, and they are constantly in process, in the 
process of change. Unless my mind and heart are hopelessly barricaded, all these things 
that define me as a person are forever changing. 

My person is not a little hard core inside of me, a little fully-formed statue that is real 
and authentic, permanent and fixed; person rather implies a dynamic process. In other 
words, if you knew me yesterday, please do not think that it is the same person that you 
are meeting today. 

I have experienced more of life, I have encountered new depths in those I love, I have 
suffered and prayed, and I am different. 

And so are you. 

Today I am almost finished reading LAME DEER, SEEKER OF VISIONS. When Iam 
done I will start reading BLACK ELK SPEAKS. They are both holy men, medicine men, 
men of vision and these books are their truthful words from their own truthful mouths. 
Not mouths full of lies like our current world leaders. 

I want to have an attraction only for the truth. Serve it up cold and bitter, or serve it up 
warm and savory, or just dump the whole thing on top of my empty head, just gimme the 
truth. It is the only thing that cures all. 

Please fill my cup with the truth until it runs over. 


11 22 2011 
What a fool believes 


being a fool I have some 
real experience in 
foolishness 

fooling myself 

fooling others 

and just plain 

foolishness 

I'm fooling myself bigtime 
I fooled myself into believing 
my tunnel vision 

in a tunnel world 

it’s not reality 

it had a beginning 

and the end is nearing 

it was all an illusion 


during the light of day 

it doesn't exist 

when the sun rises 

that shadow world disappears 
and it’s just me 

again 

my reality 

a fool's reality 


a creature of the night 

now 

or have I always been 

living in shadow 

seeing in the dark 

I'm not a vampire 

nor a werewolf 

brother residents of the nocturne 
although I see them sometimes 
they don't scare me 

I scare them 


a big test is on my dark horizon 
will I crumble 

will I stumble 

will I... 


I think it is all 

just my imagination 
running away from me 
and I can't catch up 

ITrun 

with all the energy I have 
I stretch my arms out 
and reach as far as possible 
legs churning 

in pursuit 

of a dream 

always 

bitter always 

just out of reach 

so close I can almost 
taste 

smell 

see 

hear 

but just can't get close enough to touch 
my dream 

a fool's dream 

because 

only a fool believes 


to live in that dreamworld 
would be fantasy 
transformed into reality 
and only a fool 

would believe such a thing 
is possible 


SO 

come back to reality 

fool 

the temporary assignment 
of foolishness 

is about done 

the light will be turned on 
and everything in the dark 
will disappear 

and it will be clear 

even to a fool 

who believes 


I will look in the mirror 
in the light of reality 
and see for myself 
what scares everyone 
including me 

and re-realize 

Iam a fool 

and an ugly one at that 


28 2012 


I feel that I am being blocked from passing through "blind spots" to better dimensions by 
whomever or whatever is behind the corporate run world governments because they 
require a sufficient number of slaves and human sacrifices to serve topside. 

What I mean is if the stories of passageways into the earth are true and the descriptions of 
what is found on the other side - heavenly existence - are true, I would like to go and see 
for myself. 

But I can't because the military of the different governments of the world that control 
access to the different entrances to the inner earth or inner earth dimension guard them 
and deny all entry. 

Acyutananda Swami told me, when he let me serve him when he stayed at Lake 
Huntington chopping trees, how, when he was preaching in Brazil, he went with a 
harinama party of devotees to chant at the entrance to one of Kumba Karna's trans- 
oceanic underground tunnels connecting Sri Lanka and Brazil. They were barred from 
going anywhere near it by the Brazilian military. 


That's not a pathway to another dimension that I know of, it’s just an underground tunnel 
connecting two continents built by beings more powerful than ordinary earthbound 
humans, but still it serves my point. You can't go. If they let you go then someone else 
will find out and soon everyone will want to leave and then who will do all the work? 
Who will be available to be offered in the necessary ritualistic sacrifices? 


Why are mind slaves necessary? Because bodies are needed to carry out the three 
dimensional physical tasks required to transform desire into reality. And the desire I 
mean, in this case, is the demonic desire to create chaos. Misdirection. Sleight of hand. 
The obvious desire of the inbred, faux aristocracy of this planet at this particular time. 


I'm talking about the unqualified kings and queens and priests. The ones who want to ruin 
the planet by raping the land, sea and sky. To weaken Mother Bhumi. To sink the planet 
to a lower position in this particular material universe. Closer to the level of the hellish 
planets below this planet. Making it easier for the informed evil residents of the hellish 
planets - the demons - to transmigrate via their subtle material body, composed of mind, 
intelligence and false ego, which carries the soul - off of their particular hellish planet and 
into a gross material body made of air, fire, water, earth and ether here on this planet. A 
more amenable plane of existence for attempting to enjoy the gross material energy. 


Similar demonic desires are forced into the heads and hearts of the slaves through every 
sense possible. Their desire becomes the desire of the masses. Subtle energy is 
transformed into gross energy. Physical reality. 


It is almost impossible to avoid the bombardment of the knowledge gathering senses via 
the subtle plane - sound, sight, smell - coercing your thoughts and desires. You want to 
enjoy the objects of the senses now aroused - you want to touch and taste and see more. If 
it feels good do it. Just do it. You deserve a break today. If not now, when? You only live 
once. 


And you act on your(?) desires. And then they have you. You become complacent. 
Docile. Sheep. You are fooled into thinking you are enjoying. When it’s really just a 
hologram of a carrot being dangled in front of your nose. No substance. No nourishment. 
No love. Making you weak. Making you forget. Forget the days and weeks and months 
and years as they race by. Hypnotized. Desensitized. Until it, your human life, is over. 
And you are now down there. Sorry. And one of theirs from down there is up here. 
Movin' on up. To the earth side. To a deluxe apartment on top of your grave. 

That's part of the reason why I would like to try to go underground as it were. Or 
sideways. I want to find my own pure thoughts and desires. Untainted. If I have to go 
through a "blind spot" so be it. 


I don't want to go down there. I've been there before. It’s hell. That's why they call it that. 
I don't want to go back. And neither should you. 


I finished reading Monster Men by Edgar Rice Burroughs. Another great book. I have 
read three great books, actually 5 great books in a row. At the Earth's Core, Pellucidar, 
Dream of the Red Chamber, the Blind Spot and Monster Men. 
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There were monster men produced from chemicals. And monster men who were 
supposed to be humans. Borneo, head hunting cannibals, a beautiful girl, a brave and wily 
Chinese man who cooks, makes secret herbal potions, a white giant, a "treasure" and 
ERB's final word or message is this - bury eugenics in an unmarked hole in the ground in 
the middle of the jungle of a deserted island in the middle of nowhere and FORGET 
ABOUT IT!!! 

It was great. Highly recommend. 


Also highly recommend Blind Spot - turn of the century pseudo transcendental questions 
about dimensions of existence - step through blue light into another world. Fate or free 
will or a combination of the two. Plus. 


The most famous fantastic novel of all time 


“FABULOUS!” — ronns 


SPO | THE BLIND SPOT is surely the great classic 
novel of parallel worlds. It is one of the most 
enthralling science-fiction books ever 


Austin Hall and Homer Eon Flint 


written. At once a fantasy adventure, an 
exceptional mystery, it is 2 new concept that 
touches the very framework of reality. 


What was “The Blind Spot?” A room in 
San Francisco where strange things hap 
pened —or a doorway into another cosmos, a 
different world, of perhaps the key to the 
past or future? 


The fantastic events that fallow from its 
deceptively simple opening are the sort of 
stuff from which Charles Fort wove his worid- 
shaking books and A. Merritt wrought fabu- 
lous novels. THE BLIND SPOT is an experi: 
ence in science-fiction imagination not to be 
missed by anyone 


And Dream of the Red Chamber - beautiful Chinese ladies with great courage and 
passion and cunning and emotion and intelligence and humility and charity and nobility 
and did I mention beauty? 


I liked the style of writing. I must admit I was confused a number of times on who was 
related to who because of all the similar names and multiple names and nicknames and 
titles. I still am. Great story. Meaningful lessons throughout. Again - fate or free will or a 
combination. 

My final test of whether I like a book or not is this - when I look forward to the next 
chapter or page or the next time I have the time to read the book - I know I like it and it’s 
a keeper for my library. 


The next book I want to read is Bugles and a Tiger. It’s an autobiography of a British 
soldier in India in the 30s. He claims to love India. We'll see. And it is illustrated 


throughout. Always a plus. 


Johh Masters 
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“TO HELL WITH JUSTIFICATION,” John Masters 
writes in BUGLES and a TIGER. “I wee in love 
with India. | had been formed by my blood, my country, 
my profession, my regiment and india.” 

Here ore the exhilaration, cruelty and blood-tust of hand-to-hand 
fighting against a barbaric enemy om the Northwest frontier, 
the wild, drunken celebrations in garrison, the terrible 
excitement of the ritual blood sacrifice of the Gurkha troops. 
the secsuous days of furlough in the cool Himatayan hills, all the 
violence and romance of India, by 2 man who Need with her 
splendour and her dark ways 45 no writer has since Kipling . . . 


“WONDERFUL! 
mew Froee fiate 
“JOHN MASTERS MOST EXCITING BOOK- 
Samples of atrocities make your blood run cold, pages 


about women make i run hot.” 
astociateo raese 


78 2012 
Hart speculations 


I think it’s ironic, in looking back, that, the Hart Street gang or the bunch of us that hung 
out on the corner of Hart street and Onderdonk avenue, in the sixties and seventies, from 
what I have learned in later years, were all in need of or were living in homes lacking in 
heart. Or maybe their heart wasn't receiving their fair share of love, or suffering from a 
wounded heart, maybe that is partially why each particular peculiar one of us migrated to 
H(E)ART Street. 

at that particular time 

at that particular place 

and made our own 

little 

semi-private 

corer of the world 


and became a pretty tight-knit bunch of lost kids 
misfits each in our own way 

no egotistical macho tough guys 
no back stabbing sluts 

we all left the drama at home 
some of us staying out as late 

as possible 

to avoid the indoor drama 

on Hart we just wanted to have fun 
ace king queen 

the bread basket 

the hindu 

the pipe 

sitting on the knitting mill stoop 
listening to music 

smoking weed 

hearing the old man 

deidre's father 

yelling at us from his window 
on the second floor 

above the knitting mill 

to turn off the music 

hanging out in my basement 
hanging out in Ronald's garage 
driving around in James's vans 
driving backwards 

the wrong way 

at high speeds 

on one way streets 


with Pino and Gino 
eagle's nest 


before the knickerbocker and myrtle avenue people started hanging out there 


And I'm not talking about Gino and Pino. Pino lived on Knickerbocker and so did Gino 
till he moved across the street from Grover Cleveland High School. They came because 
they were odd socks too. 


I mean Angelo, Tony, Steve Zebauer, Joe Ferentino, Uli, Bryce, Jeff, Mr potato head, 
Binny, Bolt, kung fu Charlie, etc... 

they came for exploitation 

in my estimation 


except Uli 


He hung with Angelo, Tony, Joe Ferentino etc and they brought him with them one night. 
He was his own person. He was ok. 


and Bob Caruso. he was just an overgrown nut. 


maureen "mickey" donovan was hot. 

SO was marianne michitsch. 

she could talk and laugh 

non-stop when she was buzzed 

I love her she is so nice 

and kathy farrell 

and anna santangelo 

i don't know why she stuffed her bra 
she was hot without having to do that 
gordonna was also hot 

but too young for me to look at her that way 
Mary 

1 think she had the best overall physique 
or the most attractive to my eyes 

of all of the hart street girls 

and I may be prejudiced 

‘cause I liked her 

the best 

all this judging of my former female friends 
is based strictly on physical appearance 
sorry about that 


Trapped in a dream or a nightmare 
1300 08 08 2012 


last night I had a dream 

that I couldn't wake up from 

I knew I was dreaming 

I was yelling and screaming 

to please wake up 

to let me out 

but I couldn't escape 

I was wandering around 

with my eyes half closed 

unable to see clearly 

bumping into this and that 

trying desperately to find a way out 
unsuccessfully 

until I was begging God to help me 
I really thought I was dead 

and transitioning to another existence 
like patrick swayze in GHOST 
when he was killed 

at first 

he thought it was a nightmare 

that he couldn't wake up from 


now that I am awake 

I have no appetite 

I went through this once before 

when I had to go through 12 weeks of therapy 
because I couldn't eat for days 
because of my insane sales job at J&R 
where I worked nights 

alone in a cubicle 

in the dark except for a desk lamp 
listening to anonymous voices 

6 nights a week 


I know it is my job 

and my hermit life 

that is trapping me 

suffocating me 

alone all the time 

always in the dark of night 

always having to watch my back 

at every corner 

never associating with other humans 

it just intensifies my aloneness 

and my fear of dying alone and anonymous 
I don't think I can be helped anymore 

I have cut everyone I ever knew out of my life 
I am sitting here 

with breakfast sitting next to me 

and my stomach empty 

I am hungry 

and have NO desire to eat 

my mouth is cotton dry 

my intelligence knows I have to eat 

but my heart and soul just aren't into it right now 
and I have to go to work tonight 

if I don't work everything falls down the hole 
I pay all the bills 

my family depends on me 

so I can't just quit 

Ihave to ride it out 

Ihave to write it out 

so someone knows 

so I know 

Tam not alone 


95 2012 
Thate myself 


Why do [hate myself? 

I hate myself for what I have become. 

I hate myself for never being there 

for myself. 

I hate myself for continuing the abuse 

of my childhood. 

I hate myself because I am just as horrible as my parents and I have taken up their abuse 
of my self and abuse myself in more ways than my parents ever abused me. 

I hate myself for being lazy and cowardly and weak-willed and ignorant. 

I hate myself for having no ambition to better myself. 

I hate myself for hating everything. 

I hate myself for being a phony and a liar and a pervert. 

I hate myself for intoxicating myself. 

I hate myself because I am the only person I know that is truly deserving of hatred. 
I can't wait until this lifetime is done. 

I hate myself for wanting to die instead of wanting to live. 

I hate myself for being a quitter. 

I hate myself for being a cheater. 

I hate myself for being here. 

I hate myself for doing nothing for being nothing for accomplishing nothing for having 
nothing for being worth NOTHING!!! 

I HATE MYSELF!!! 


youmate your life: 
BS while some people 
dream. @f Having your life. 


8 10 2013 
Nine and fifty 


Nine and fifty years ago I came into this world. 

I was the second child of four. 

When I was still an infant my mother was offered 

ten thousand dollars to sell me. 

That offer was made by her father, my maternal grandfather. 
Why? I wonder. 

What would have been my fate if the offer was accepted? 
Would I have been purchased by a wealthy married couple unable to have their own 
children? 

And raised with a silver spoon in my mouth? 

Or would I have been a child sacrifice? 

A virgin child ritually murdered to appease some hellish demonic cult? Killed on Satan's 
altar? 

Or even worse - 

sold into a pedophile sex ring to be abused by some sick thing? 
My maternal grandfather was an original wiseguy. 

He was a made-man. 

Part of a mafia crew in Brooklyn. 

Was the offer to buy me for some Mafia Don? 

To ship me off to Italy? 

I guess I will never know. 

As it is, 

my life has been very lonely and melancholy all along the years. 
Little sparks of happiness swamped by waves of unhappiness. 
No better and no worse than most. 

Those roads traveled are behind me now. 

Only the memories remain. Slowly fading away. 

The path ahead is shorter than the one behind me. 

Every day, every hour, every minute brings me closer to the end. 
I don't know when exactly the end of this life will be. 

I wish I would have been a better human. 

I wish I would have loved someone with all my heart and soul. 

I wish I would have been loved by someone with all their heart and soul. 
I know I didn't and I know I wasn't. 

I don't know how to love. 

Or how to be loved. 

There is a lot of room for improvement in my next life. 

I hope I remember how empty this time has been and next time fill my consciousness 
with real unmotivated love for all living things. 

Love for the sake of life. 

A life without love is no life at all. 


Broke 11 20 2014 
I am writing this even though I know none of you are materialistic. 


To all my children and grandchildren and their families - 
It is with a Scrooge-like heart that I must bring such 
crummy tidings during what should be festive times. 

It’s also embarrassing to be in this position once again. 


To everyone that has a birthday coming up soon and 

to everyone that celebrates Christmas - 

I have nothing to offer you except my love and 

best wishes for your special day and for the holidays. 

I have nothing material to offer anyone. 

It’s not as if I was some super example of generosity and love on the holidays. 
I have been more like an Ebenezer than 

anything else. I just want to make the truth of the 

matter clear so no one will be disappointed wondering where their 

present is or waiting for something that isn't coming. 


This is my personal karma. It has nothing to do with you. 

Krishna always shows me special mercy 

by taking away everything from me to crush my false pride and false ego. 
He takes everything away so I will have no one to turn to but Him. 

This has been the story of my life. 

Obviously I haven't learned so I am being taught all over again. 

Pity me not for I deserve none. 

Although we can't always see things from a proper perspective, 

believe me when I tell you that I deserve what ever happens to me 

and that everything in life is fair. 


So Lam getting it out of the way before Thanksgiving, etc... 
so no one will have any false expectations. 

I am sorry. 

I apologize to anyone that depends on me. 

I am so broke that if it took twenty five cents to 

travel around the world I couldn't afford a walk around 

the block. 

Ihave no money and that's the bottom line 

and the end of this cheap short story. 


I expect a lump of coal in my stocking this year. 

Sincerely, 

the broke joke of an old man 

Please - No Response Necessary or Desired 

Just enjoy every day you have because that is the purpose of life - to enjoy. 

ps. My personal I.0.U. to all (for what it’s worth). 

Happy Festivus! It’s all hills and valleys - I just happen to be in a valley right now. 


A dream of dreams 
01/25/2015 0605 


In the end I knew I was dreaming 

I was looking at the skyscraper buildings 

all around me and I could see within them 

I could see what they really were - energy - 

light blue glowing phosphorous energy 

I could see the people inside 

I was looking down from a building 

and wherever my gaze fell upon 

the people within those buildings all gathered 
together and were looking up at me 

as if I was attracting them by my vision 

I knew something or I had connected with something 
some power that made me able to see 

to really see and that energy that flowed out of me 
drew those people to see what was happening 

they could feel something and it made them all 

come together to see what was attracting them 

they left what they were doing and joined together 
because of something they all could feel 

something that was greater than their mindless pursuits 
something that was inside of them that woke them up 
to see there might be more than just being a cardboard cut-out 
I wanted to stay there 

I was in the middle of the streets of a great 
metropolis looking up at the sky 

I could see through the illusion of the heavens 

the planets that were supposed to be in the firmament 


I could see were only flat black and white drawings 

like spirals drawn on paper 

I could open a door by force of will 

I could touch a woman's hand 

and I could see the blue energy transfer from me 

to them where I touched them and it made them swoon 
but it still wasn't satisfying because I did not know who I am 
But I said out loud that I did not want to leave that world 
when I was standing on the street 

and then I knew it was a "dream" and I "woke up" here again 
I wanted to stay because I could feel that I was getting closer 
to finding out who I am 

I could feel that I had the ability 

more than in my "real waking life” to find 

what I am searching for inside of me 

I just needed more time to find the proper way 

I was given the ability to see what the world is 

but I still was not happy 

because I still did not know how to use it properly 

I still don't know who I am 

I know I am not God or a god 

but I think we all have the ability 

to see the real behind the facade 

the energy behind the material 

it is in all of us 

and we are all looking for the same thing 

and we all know we are not what we should be 

and we are all afraid to admit it out loud 

"I don't know who I am or why I am here." 

"Can anyone tell me? Can anyone help me?" 

There is only the deafening silence of ignorant fear. 

The pretense that I am ok 

when we are not 

I did not want to leave that world where I could see 

so clearly 

the energy of the Energetic as it flowed through one and all. 
I hunger for that place 

It wasn't a dream 

It was inside of me 

It is real 

I want to keep moving in that direction 

This world I am in right now is the dream 

I have to wake up from it 

because here in this world 

I am blind 

and frustrated by wrong desires 0630 


417 2015 
A small portion of an eternal story. 


This story has neither beginning nor ending which can be fully elaborated. There is only 
a small part of somewhere within the infinite which can be related. A microscopic portion 
of eternal existence, spent temporarily imprisoned within a particular material body, is 
the subject of this tale. And even the telling of the tale is dependent upon imperfect 
senses, subject to illusion, marred by inevitable mistakes and the tendency to cheat. I will 
do my best to avoid these pitfalls of the average mundaner. 


Let me begin with this - 

You are eternal. I am eternal. I am not talking about our bodies of flesh, blood, muscle 
and bone. They are temporary. The soul is what I am talking about - our real body. It is 
spiritual in nature, full of knowledge and always happy. 


Have you ever read the Bhagavad-Gita As It Is by His Divine Grace A.C. Bhaktivedanta 
Swami? If you have not, you must get a copy. Make sure it is the original 1972 version. 
Don’t waste time. Your life is at stake. I’m serious. 


In the second chapter, entitled "Contents of the Gita Summarized", you will find this 
verse: 


TEXT 20 

na jayate mryate va kadacin 

nayam bhutva bhavita va na bhuyah 
aja nityah sasvato 'yam parano 

na hanyate hanyamane sarire 


TRANSLATION: 

For the soul there is neither birth nor death. Nor, having once been, does he ever cease 
to be. He is unborn, eternal, ever-existing, undying and primeval. He is not slain when the 
body is slain. 


PURPORT: 

Qualitatively, the small atomic fragmental part of the Supreme Spirit is one with the 
Supreme. He undergoes no changes like the body. Sometimes the soul is called the steady, 
or kutastha. The body is subject to six kinds of transformations. It takes its birth in the 
womb of the mother's body, remains for some time, grows, produces some effects, 
gradually dwindles, and at last vanishes into oblivion. The soul, however, does not go 
through such changes. The soul is not born, but, because he takes on a material body, the 
body takes its birth. The soul does not take birth there, and the soul does not die. 
Anything which has birth also has death. And because the soul has no birth, he therefore 
has no past, present or future. He is eternal, ever-existing, and primeval - that is, there is 
no trace in history of his coming into being. Under the impression of the body, we seek 
the history of birth, etc., of the soul. The soul does not at any time become old, as the 
body does. The so-called old man, therefore, feels himself to be in the same spirit as in 


his childhood or youth. The changes of the body do not affect the soul. The soul does not 
deteriorate like a tree, nor anything material. The soul has no by-product either. The by- 
products of the body, namely children, are also different individual souls; and, owing to 
the body, they appear as children of a particular man. The body develops because of the 
soul's presence, but the soul has neither offshoots nor change. Therefore, the soul is free 
from the six changes of the body. 

In the Katha Upanisad also we find a similar passage which reads: 


na jayate mriyate va vipascin 

nayam kutascin na vibhuva kascit 

ajo nityah sasvato 'yam purano 

na hanyate hanyamane sarire. 
(Katha 1.2.18) 


The meaning and purport of this verse is the same as in the Bhagavad-gita, but here in 
this verse there is one special word, vipascit, which means learned or with knowledge. 


The soul is full of knowledge, or full always with consciousness. Therefore, 
consciousness is the symptom of the soul. Even if one does not find the soul within the 
heart, where he is situated, one can still understand the presence of the soul simply by the 
presence of consciousness. Sometimes we do not find the sun in the sky owing to clouds, 
or for some other reason, but the light of the sun is always there, and we are convinced 
that it is therefore daytime. As soon as there is a little light in the sky early in the morning, 
we can understand that the sun is in the sky. Similarly, since there is some consciousness 
in all bodies - whether man or animal - we can understand the presence of the soul. This 
consciousness of the soul is, however, different from the consciousness of the Supreme 
because the supreme consciousness is all-knowledge - past, present and future. The 
consciousness of the individual soul is prone to be forgetful. When he is forgetful of his 
real nature, he obtains education and enlightenment from the superior lessons of Krsna. 
But Krsna is not like the forgetful soul. If so, Krsna's teachings of Bhagavad-gita would 
be useless. 


There are two kinds of souls - namely the minute particle soul (anu-atma) and the 
Supersoul (the vibhu-atma). This is also confirmed in the Katha Upanisad in this way: 


anor aniyan mahato mahiyan 

atmasya jantor nihito guhayam 

tam akratuh pasyati vita-soko 

dhatuh prasadan mahimanam atmanah 
(Katha 1.2.20) 


"Both the Supersoul [Paramatma] and the atomic soul [jivatma] are situated on the same 
tree of the body within the same heart of the living being, and only one who has become 
free from all material desires as well as lamentations can, by the grace of the Supreme, 
understand the glories of the soul." Krsna is the fountainhead of the Supersoul also, as it 
will be disclosed in the following chapters, and Arjuna is the atomic soul, forgetful of his 


real nature; therefore he requires to be enlightened by Krsna, or by His bona fide 
representative (the spiritual master). 


As you can see from the above there is no beginning. There is no ending. This story is 
only the telling of what happened during a small part of the in-between. 


My present temporary material body took birth on June 12, 1955 in Greenpoint Hospital 
in Brooklyn, New York City. I was the second child born to my parents. I was given the 
first name of John. I was named after my maternal grandfather who was named Giovanni. 
He was an immigrant from the island of Sicily in Italy. 2013 


Books I've read by Arthur Friel 


The Pathless Trail 


ARTHUR 0. FRIEL 


ONE 
DA GHLESS 
GRATE 


W- 


~ 


prot 


TIME-LOST SERIES 
CENTAUR PRES 
ss 


Tiger River 


ARTHUR 0. FRIEL Gi. 
OCIGER RIVER 


WHITE INDIANS AND GREEN MEN! 


GIGER RIVER 
WHITE INDIANS AND GREEN MEN! 


A GREAT FANTASTIC SWASHBUCKLER! Fertrsic. miventerw Metin, a vioet that twiely cexke 2 
vitarieraph ting autho A tuivufoces geld Yewde aad the tart of 

fyorisc aberrtare sre (lie preagets dot toad » qual! $ amd of 
Armericane aod ¢ Peruvian uutlaw tur the aitange ancl Unberteen 
juegles ool Saath Ameria, and ie tive death aed myers 
Tigre Vacs, “ite Hitwer pa Mitasrig Mew” 
Mere ace white todime, wncanny, green mem, at ons 
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RIVER OF SEVEN STARS, ant ent in vo arise fone 
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A GHEAT FANTASTIC SWASHBUCKLER! 


2. 1s sees Gel oo Se 


renegade 

amazon nights (collection) 

amazon stories vol 1 & 2 (collection) 

black hawk and other stories (collection) 

forgotten island 

"manly" old-school adventure fiction 

set mostly in the amazon river area of south america 
not many romantic storylines 

but some very beautiful women 

and some very dangerous women 

in some of the stories 

Pedro y Laurenco 

seringueros of the tropical rainforest 

are the main characters 

along with all the amazing exotic inhabitants they encounter 
cannibals head hunters thieves murderers 

wild animals alligators giant snakes peccaries etc 
europeans and north americans and south americans 
looking for their fortune in the jungle 

but also stories set in east coast of america 

and also one story on a forgotten island 

searching for buried treasure 

all tales set in the day he wrote them the 1920's 

and all that entails 

some "political incorrectness" by today's standards 
arthur friel explored part of the amazon in the early 1900's 
and that is what most of the stories are based on 

he wrote only one non-fiction book 

river of the seven stars 

an account of his explorations 

I enjoy his plain simple straight forward writing style 
all his stories are fast paced serial-style cliff-hangers 
pulp fiction 

I have read some of his books multiple times 


Books I've read by Evelyn Eaton 
Restless Are The Sails 
Quietly My Captain Waits 


vale 


+ waren Orene 


EVELYN EATON 


+ 
~ ' 
romantic historical adventure 
mostly in the north east coast of north america 
from new york up into canada 
acadia 
set in the 1700's 
part fact mostly fiction 
plenty of native american culture 
living with nature in the forests 
the beauty as well as the "barbarism or heathenism" 
of the "savages" 
as well as french and english settler "civilized culture" 
lying, cheating, stealing, back-stabbing, social-climbing 
trying to transplant european society into the americas 
wars between the english and french and different indian tribes 
basically just one group of people mass murdering another group 
just to occupy another's land and property 
and each group believing that they had God's blessing 
how england and france mostly abandoned the colonies at times 
also plenty of sea faring 
big ships crossing the atlantic 
engaging in battle along the coast settlements 
canoes navigating the rivers and streams 
wild uncharted North America 


the real story being no matter French, English, or Indian 

all are human and should be able to live together peacefully 
women play equally important roles 

in all the intrigues as the men 

and quite often the ladies are the stronger force 
out-smarting and bending men to their will 

I really enjoy her writing style 

how she describes nature 

and human nature 


High Valley 
by Charmian Clift and George Johnston 1950 


os, Black magic drove these lovers 


s from a hidden Pereiialaa ; 


ot . A PRIMITIVE LOVE! 
Salom was « young Chinese wanderer, 
Vesht} was a beautiful Tibetan girl 
whese simple grate had wor hes lyeurt. 
Foe a brief moment in the Valley of the 
Dreaming Phoenix, they found happt- 
ness in each other's arms. 
Bat heyoad their love a malignant evil lurked, 
A fanatical Baddhist priest on Veshiti 
with lustful eyes, A mad crane shtick! that 
Salom was a foreign demon, When the sapet- 
stitious fears of the walley people flared into a 
burning leitred, Salven and Veslith knew they 
must exape. Forced to flee into the ice-fanged 
moantains, they met a strange destiny in the 
Winter snKiws. 
This is the teader story of an idyllic 
Jove, its message so universal it has been 
called snmher Lait Horizon, 


Viet doret Wait + Cot Pon tine 


fiction 

very nice story 

set in the far east 

about life in the isolated valleys 

of the Himalayan mountains in Tibet 
innocent love between a wandering Chinese boy 
and a Tibetan girl 

Salom and Veshti 

the valley of the dreaming phoenix 
herds of yaks and living in tents 
dangers of wild predators 

lusty unwashed Buddhist lamas 


black arts 

treachery and murder 

the Living Buddha who could see past present and future 

and was bored of knowing everything that was going to happen 
and what everyone was thinking 

very sad ending 

I especially liked the description of Veshti 

doing something considered taboo by her tribe 

washing her long thick luxurious head of hair 

in the river and feeling how it felt to be clean 


The Eternal Voyagers 
by Robert F Mirvish 1953 1st print 1955 


35] WORK + WHISKEY « WOMEN 
ar A Thundering Novel of Men and The Sec 


THE 
EvernnaliVoyagens 


fiction 

nice story about the merchant marines 

sailors on ships that transport commercial goods 
of the 40's and 50's 

the hardships of sea life 

going stir crazy 

a lot of nautical terminology and activities 
always at the mercy of the ocean 

death and destruction 

adventures on shore leave 

bars and black markets and houses of ill repute 


far eastern ports of call 
lives spent on the ocean 
away from wife and children 


Lost Island 
by Graham McInnes 1954 Ist print 1955 


Not Since Lost Horizon Has There Been 
a Novel So Full of Romance and Adventure 


LOVE’S SHANGRI-LA 


Brimming with the soft, exotic wonder of 

Graham McInnes ; life in the luxuriant tropics, pulsing with 
i romance a the great tradition, this daz- 

aling novel combines the magic of Green 

Mansions with the fantasy ond suspense 

of Lost Horizon . It is the story of two 

strangers — a primitive beautiful woman 

and a modern world-weary man who found 

in an enchanted tropical paradise the kind 

of love that is the dream of every humon 

heart. 

“A truly grand story.” 

—Boston Post 

“A high degree of _ 

romantic excitement.” 

—Saturday Review Syndicate 

“A brilliantly turned 


adventure fantasy.” 
* —Cleveland News 


fiction 

very nice romantic adventure story 

naval officer based in Hawaii 

stuck in loveless marriage 

only survivor of plane crash in uncharted waters 
makes it to island 

finds beautiful young woman and her father 

and fountain of youth 

turns out father and daughter have been stranded on the island 
for 300 years 

Sir Francis Drake left them there in the 1600's 
stranded ashore when their ship left without them 
the magical waters unknown to Drake 

the only catch to eternal life - 

drinking of the waters turns you blind 

he and she fall in love 

very sad ending 

I even put the book down 


when tragedy struck near the end 

I was upset and didn't want to read anymore 

not because I didn't like the book 

but because I was emotionally involved that's a good book to me 


The Warrior 
by Frank G Slaughter 1956 


FRANK G. SLAUGHTER 


The intense 
story of a man 
torn between 
love and loyalty 


part fact mostly fiction 
very good "manly" romantic historical adventure story 
florida swamplands in the 1800's 

asi-yahola (osceola) the seminole leader 

the seminole tribe 

their way of life 

escaped black slaves that were part of the tribe 
asi-yahola's wife was a black slave 

slavers and us government treachery and murder 

love triangle that turns out well in the end 

white blood brother of asi-yahola 

and wife of treacherous army colonel 

risk their lives to help seminoles 


John Masters 
Bugles and a Tiger 1948 

Nightrunners of Bengal 1951 
Bhowani Junction 1954 


& 


BY JOHN MASTERS 


why do I read so many books 
they are mostly adventure 

in far away lands and near 
geographically 

and historically 

because for the most part 
they are better than the bull 
that is the illusion of this life 


Me and my no one 

You can't break us apart 
We’ve always been together 
From the very start 


Me and my no one 

We are the envy of none 
As we stroll in the sun 
My hand held by no one 


"Why don't we have some fun?" 
I ask of no one 


The reply isn't clear 
From no one near 
And me with no clue 
And no one too... 


It’s nothing new 

Just as the sky is blue 
It’s just me and 

As always 

No y-o-u... 2017 
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** Conis Minon 


Of all the places on this planet where I have lived, the island of Puerto Rico was the most 
beautiful. The people in general, and the ladies in particular, the food, the beaches, the 
streets, the forts, Viejo San Juan, the tropical forests..., y el Junque. I lived high up in the 
hills in Trujillo Alto, Gurabo. Fresh air and unfiltered sunshine. The temperature was 
never too high and the humidity was also never uncomfortable. I spent most of my days 
in the fields digging ditches, with pick and shovel, for irrigation and water and sewage 
lines. And fighting off the fire ants. My skin went from ghost white to golden brown. My 
body went from skin and bones to muscle. REAL MUSCLE. The muscle, the strength, 
earned by hard healthy work. I could watch the clouds on top of the mountains as they 
floated outward across the island. Rolling over the tops of the jungle trees and down to 
the shore. At dusk, the serenade of the coqui. Always had raw fresh milk and cream. 
Fresh fruits and veggies. I slept on a wooden bed, no cushion, in a converted chicken- 
coop in the open air - just a roof and open walls and it was austere and physical and 
spiritual and natural and beautiful - simple living. This is also a part of the past. But a part 
I DON'T want to forget. And I always want the universe to remember. 


I may be without 

a companion in my life 
but I live 

on the surface of this earth 
under sun and moon and sky 
and I wait 

and I learn 

and I grow 

and I hope 

to make my self worthy 

of caring 

of sharing 

in the mystery 

of life 

in the mystery 

of love 

with another human being. 


What if the spider you killed in your 
home had spent his entire life 
thinking that you were his room-mate? 


Ever think about that? 


No. You only think about yourself. 


Dear sons, 

My decision to stop working was not an easy one. 

I could feel my vitality and my desire to live being drained daily. 
As you know I did not just ride the train to and from work 

like most commuters. Riding them was my job. 

After 6 years and 40 hours per week on the subways 

I could feel my physical strength ebbing. I did not want to 

give up a good salary. But I did not want to give up my life either. 


So I did what I did and I don't regret it except that now I have 
lost any material independence I had and am becoming a 
burden on people who don't need extra baggage as they 

go on with their own lives. Please look at this link - 


http://www.thedailysheeple.com/pathomap-ny-subway-shelters-bubonic-plague-anthrax- 
600-unknown-organisms_022015 


They only mention trashcans and handrails which barely scratches 

the surface of the actual filthy matter. So if you only touch a 

trashcan or handrail you are ok. They say nothing about air quality. 
They only list major stations. They don't say if the dna found is diseased. 
This appears to be a public relations piece for the MTA to allay 

any fears by the riders who only go to and from work. 

The timing of this "don't worry" info being released just as the MTA 

is raising fares again is also suspicious. 

But it offers some insight into what my body was and is experiencing. 
And what I already knew. 


Most of the lesser known train stations were like open cesspools. 

I would have to hold my breath and cover my mouth and nose just 

to walk inside. Human and rodent feces, urine, vomit, etc., 

decorated most of them. Most of the time I had to stand there 

for long periods of time breathing in the toxic atmosphere waiting for the train. 
I don't care how strong the immune system is, it can only take so much. 


I am unable to exercise like I used to. That is part of aging. 
But it shouldn't be such a precipitous drop like I have experienced. 
It is what it is. But I'm not dead just yet. Save the eulogies. 


Life has many twists and turns and we have to 
try to learn the lessons it teaches us every day. 
Without your health you can not do anything. 
You can have all the money in the world 

but if you are not healthy 

you can not enjoy it. 

love dad 2015 


Books I've read and enjoyed in 2014 
Lani/Margaret Widdemer 


Stay Away Joe/Dan Cushman 
| 25: | A Lusty Saga Of A Half-Breed Romeo 


3 | POPULAR 


| STAY AWAY, JOE [eum 


Big Joe Champlain brought back from Korea 


Dan Cushman . a Communist scalp for Grandpere and a tepee full otf 
74 trouble for his American Indian family. 
A Book-of-the-Month Club Selection a | A lovable, lusty rogue, Joe had every bad trait 


an Indian could have. | 
A sharp trader in any commodity, he hod | 
developed o special taste for paleface women. | 
His exploits became so outrageous his own mother 
had to warn him away from the house. 
But when Joe began visiting the wrong houses, 
he found himself up to his scalp in woman trouble. 


“A raucous 
and at times a 
bawdy yarn... 
And what a 
pay-off!” 

Portland JOURNAL 


have to spare.” 
Durham HERALD 


Complete ald unadcldpede.. 
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aE White Brigand/Edison nga 
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The White Witch of Rosehall/Herbert G. de Lisser 


WHITE WITCH 
OF ROSCHALL <<< 


The White Witeh of Reaehall 


A oer riking «ad corune Aier'y, tavetuad 
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Tl wa we 
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Novalty Trade Comparry 


THE SLAVE WHO BECAME 
AN EMPEROR 


EVOLT raged in Haiti, Black against white, 
sluve against master, the downtrodden 
against the lewions of Napoleon. 

And the blacks won. A man of tremendous 
vitality and Vietlity rose and led them to bloody 
vietory, They crowned him Emperor! 

Henry Christophe was a giant among rulers, 
with tremendous strength, obsessed by a rnag- 
nificent dream, adamant in bis determination 
to make his people throw eff their pnerty and 
carn an honored place ty the company of free 
men, 

Dut despite his fortress, his fortune and bis 
palaces, Christophe ovald not drive his people 
to the greatness he demanded of them, And 
in the end anly two things remained — the sure 
knowledge that his tropical Hattian expire 
would crumble, and a golden bullet with which 
to kill himself, 


Tieet perme |Muctietion Be Sem Trem 


THIS IS At GENUINE 


POCKET ys 


WOCHEFELi OR COmtea 


BOOK 


PHEW YORK 30, 4% 
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Fetish/Christine Garnier 


DLL rh 
Lust, jealousy—and a woman's revenge 


a@ Novel by 


BLACK MAGIC, ZOMBIES, PROPHECY, 


TELEPATHY AND THE SUPERNATURAL... 


FETISH 


CHRISTINE GARNIER 


SECRET RITES NO 
WHITE MAN SEES 


Marcus Bach, a researcher in primitive and 
exotic religions, and his photographer-wife, 
Lorena, arrive in Haiti, Their purpose is to 
penetrate a religion which has been for- 
bidden to white men—the ancient rite of 
Voodoo, 

Strangely, a white man is their guide. 
Stanley Reser, an enigmatic American doc- 
tor, is rumored to be a Voodoo priest: an 
his arm flickers a tattooed red dragon, The 
three watch the mambos chant their pray- 
ers to the snake god Damballa: dance their 
homage to the pulsation of jungle drums; 
draw their sacred symbols on the beaten 
earth. The faithtul walk through flames, 
possessed by the spirits of the loas, the 
immortal Voodoo saints. 

Here where the supernatural prevails, Bach 
discovers a dynamic Christianity, the deep- 
felt religion of those who worship at 
STRANGE ALTARS. 
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Wake of the Red Witch/Garland Roark 


DELL Only the devil knew his destiny H Ma “The lustiest sea yarn to come over t 


soor 


m7 e . horizon since Coptoin Bligh set sail for 
- ; fi isa ff afl ' Pacific with H. M.S. Bounty, .. filled to # 
: , weed 7 scuppers with sunken treasure, sacred 
j 6 a hed ( j pearls and equatorial passions.” 


Chikage Owity News 


j 


“A gory, glorious tale told with droma, 

power and beauty by o writer with o natu- 

ral and amazing story-telling ability.” 
Priledelphic Record 


"An action-packed, color-smeared book | 
thet ronks with the best of Conrad and 
Stevenson... " , 


A Literery Guild Selection 


GARLAND ROARK 


Som francisco News 


"The most breathlessly exciting novel that 
this or any recent year has produced,” 
Bocton Maratd 


"a J 
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From the Sea and the Jungle/Robert Carse 


— - — 


A Novel Of Tropic Passion And Intrigue i, COMPLETE - UNABRIDGED 9 


F R 0 M TH [ S EA 
When Johnny Michiels, ex-mobster from 
the States, moved in on the Curtbbeszn island 
of Macuta he had big ideas. Pest, he 


wok over Macuta’s biggest hovel, Then 


he took Danilla, the island's most hicious 
ROBERT PARSE woman for his mistress, At that point trouble 
developed. For ome thing, he objected to 
Danilla parading aroend the hotel naked 
For anotiver, he didn’t like the way the 
Frenchman, Dufirge, hung around her 


She was Johnny Michael's dame and not for 
sale. But, worst of all, somebody 
started u war and Johnny's business 
wulfered. “Okuy,” Johnny growled, “if you 
burne Want a war, [ll gsve you my kind,” 
He did — and the island mever got over it! 


BOOKS OF PROVEN MERIT 


Jungle She/Dan Cushman 


The tropic heat loy like «@ shroud 


over their strange, wnhely olliance 


JUNGLE SHE 


x 


} 
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THIS [5 AN ORIGINAL 
GOLD MEDAL BOOK 
Look for this seal when 
you buy « hook. It ie your 
gusrantec of true quality 


Another jungte thriller of love and death by 
DAN CUSHMAN, cuthor of Gold Medal’s 
JEWEL OF THE JAVA SEA and NAKED EBONY 


- 


The Golden Woman/Eric Hatch 


Her golden body awoke to fury q 
at the beat of the voodoo drums 


& 
THE GOLDEN Se 


How could Waher Moore expect to 
vederstand Haiti, where even a prowl 
aristocracy had ite roots deep in the 
primitive jungle aed where human 
passions hed barst free from the com 
fining hoods of civilization? 

Much more, how could be match 
the tempest that wae Yvette de Cham- 
hrigne—the stately beauty «ho called 
him “Lion,” and expected him to take 
her like = savage? 


Hore ie Erie Huateh's 
greatest movel! 

He wrote 
CROCKETT'S 
WOMAN 
and the anforget 
table MY MAN 
GODFREY 


THIS 15 A 
GOLD MEDAL BOOK 
Look for this eral when 
you buy a book. Itis your 
fuaranter of true quality 


Sun in the Hunter’s Eyes/Mark Derby 


35 


> D310 She was queen of a jungle outpost 


= MOCAMEV 


SUN 
IN THE 
HUNTER'S 
EYES 
3 
AN 


ACEBOOK 


To the outcasts and renegodes 
who hid there, the wild jungle vil- 
loge of Mocomby offered refuge 
from the prisons they deserved. But 
to the fiery, whip-wielding woman 
known as Dona Santa, # was a 
kingdom .to be conquered. 

The lawlessness of Mocambu 
suited her passionate temperament, 
Here the secret of her post would 
not be investigated. And here she 
would be free fo purswe her relent- 
less search for the lost girl who was 
the key to hee wery existence. 

The sevage tropical forest of the 
Mato Grosso and the untamed peo- 
ple who inhabit it ore brilliantly 
depicted by Morcos Spinelli. Writ- 
ing with the same primitive color 
thet morked The Lesh of Desire, 
he hos produced in MOCAMBU o 
truly compelling novel of thet torrid 
region where civilization ond sav- 
ogery moet and clash. 


The Story of Superstition Mountain/Robert Joseph Allen 


re The Violent, Tragic, True Account 


LE 


AWOLGIW 


THE TREASURE— 
A SHELF OF PURE GOLD! 
"Whore Weaver's Noodle casts its lang shadow at four 


im the afterncon, there you will find a vein of rose quarts 
Iaced with gold wire—and you will be rich beyond your 
wildest dreams.” 


fn pursuit of this almost legendary lode, men and women 
came, end «till come. to explore the clifis and canyons of 
the world’s meat treccherous mountain. And their re- 
mains — bleached bones beheaded bodies —have been 
found wp and down its craggy suricce. 


socred adventure 
euitrree wt racer fg wOoKm Hminnn= “use 


The Splendid Quest/Edison Marshal _ 


me iil § 
1188 | 
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Pao: Shan tHeien 


He had saved a tribe 


from brutal death. This 
was his reward. . . 


Loesch a A 
al Tiger 
g g She entered Simon's tent — o native 
{ beculy bred for the harem of en indian 
HALL HUNTER s » prince, “') heve come to win the honor 


of being your handmaiden, sahib.” 


His senses crouied by c women who 
inew no veneer of civilization and ne 
ahome of the flesh, be drew her gown 
beside hie, Her lips met his unstintingly, 
fulfilling the promike of her beauty. 
Simon crushed her to him ond they were 
cought by on ardor beyond control... , 


| 

| 
Simon Peellower — ovtcost ond 
Gentleman, reckless adventurer and = | 
soldier of the queen. THE BENGAL TIGER 
is his story ond the story of the two 
women he loved — a native girl end on 
English heiress, Together they found 
possion end violent donger in @ country | 
torn by savoge rebellion 


THE BEST IN FICTION 
AND NONFICTION 
Wherever Books Are Sold 
PERMABOOKS 


COMPLETE AM - A OIVISION OF DOUREDAY & COMPANY, mvt 
UNABRIDGED CAROIN CiTY, NEW YOR 


Of conquest, love—and decth 


They were a 


SOW THE desperate group... 
these wild children of the desert, hungry, 

WILDWINDD 

Born to freedom, they offered their lives 
against the might of France to keep their 
heritage tree, 

Eli Haim was one of them... Haim, the 
reckless cameleer, the man born to fight. 

Tarichat, his beautiful savage Saharan 
woman, was another. | 

Together with the dark-faced, warlike 
tribesmen, they charged the strength of a 
modern French army to keep the desert 
homes that had been theirs for ages 
beyond all their counting. 


JOHN VAIL 


Our Haunted Planet/John Keel 


ince the beginning of re- 
Corded time, man and his world have 
been plagued by unknown forces and 
beings, batfied by archeological phe- 
nomena, and haunted by prophecies 
that often came trus 
ln OUR HAUNTED PLANET, John 
Keel, noted author and reseercher 
brings into chilling focus strange 
truths about the earth and its mysteri 
ous inhebitants 


EVIDENCE OF: 


Advanced civilizations existing thou- 
sands of years before the cave 
man! 


The strange “Men in Black 
People who vanish forever 


People who vanish and reappdar 
within hours in another part of the 
. world! 
Spece 


Author ef Strange Creatures tram Time and Ships adrift at sea—intact—but with 
no trace of crew of passengers 


Little Men from Mars? “Phaniom” Cadillacs? fooushing pe ine Bo the on net 
Vanishing Children? Eerie Signals ? orvanin nv witGering ings 
Se giniatariglas taamaners® revealed in GSUR HAUNTED PLANET 


fawce® Wort Litrery 


Elephant Bill/J.H. Williams 


Pennant 
252 <epy DANGER WAS HIS DAILY TRADE | Pennant Books 
1-2 THE JUNGLE HIS HOME a 
Books 


OUT OF THE BURMA JUNGLES 
ELEPHA COMES A UNIQUE ADVENTURE STORY- 
LE THE STORY OF 
wauams ELEPHANT BILL WILLIAMS... 


All the stories written by elephant 
hunters seem like thin stuff 

when compared to this work 

by o man who knows these great 


animals intimately 


New York Herald Tribune 


INCREDIBLE 
ADVENTURE 


Panther’s Moon/Victor Canning 


TWO BLACK PANTHERS... 


Deadly enough without the valuable secret they 
corried, these two magnificent black panthers 
become the object of a terrifying search through 7 
the bleck coldness of the Alps—oa search involy 
ing despercte people, « search that could only 


lead to death 


ROGER QUAIN, o man drewn to danger, hed 
readily agreed to CATHERINE TALBOT’s unusua! 
proposal, not quite realizing that her beouty 
coldness and lack of fear would eventually 
couse the savoge hunt in which the hunters 


became the hunted 


"Swift and stirring sequence of hair-raising sit 
vetfions . .. Capital intrigue thriller.’ 
—Saturday Review 


ALSO AVAILABLE 
THE MOUSE OF THE 


SEVEN PLics 


THE MAM FROM THE 
TURKISH SLAVE 


by 
VICTOR 
CANNING 


at Brow Vouns 
metiful, dead 


King of Spades/Frederick Manfred 


avrruen uF 


Levit tirignly and Sem lit Piya 


A atur) wad unforgrttab 
hovel ABiut ithe Of nenieiul’s 
atrougest and oldest 
tubous 


Lae 


The ‘Voodoo Goat/Audrey Gaines 
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Gazella/Stuart Cloete 


STUART@=CLOETE 


Anew triumph for the novelist who knows Africa best! 


; hi, Se see 
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Nonce/Michael Brandon 


They 


responded 


fo the 
Voodoo 
irum 


seata! 


Slant of the Wild Wind/Garland Roark 


Murder i in Baracoa/Paul E. Walsh 


MURDER u ~ 
BARACOA 


LE. WALSH 


WHITE WOMEN, 
BLACK MAGIC — 
AND SUDDEN DEATH! 


J ewel of the Java Sea/Dan Cushman 


Hide your gold and your women! 
Here comes Frisco Dougherty 


JEWEL of the 
JAVA SEA 


f 


Dan Cushman 


An original novel —not a reprint 


Womanhunt/Mark Derby 


“Mark Derby is one of the foremost 
exponents of the adventure novel of 
suspense with a glamorous background, 
high-voltage characters, hair-raising 
intrigue and violence, and distinctive 


plot qualitiess ..”” —Boston Herald-Traveler 


With Naked Foot/Emily Hahn 


ime 
ai io 


3 
rhe 7 R 


1TH Naked oo 


He came to rule an 
Aftican Outpost— 
but was:ruledihy her instead! 
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The Last Princess/Charles. O. Locke 
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THE LAST PRINCESS Reseaenptem 


comedy and of love ...Rewarding.”" 
Charles 0. Locke Wilmington STAR 
: =. This is the sage of Atahvalpo, the lost Inco, 
Makes vibrant reading’’ —e whose modness ond lust was his doom...Of 
Phiodelphic ENQUIRER Princess Tacora-mi, who, by the law of the land, 
could experiment with oll men before morrioge, 
but found the one man she wanted in Taclos, 
the Emperor's minister...And of Pizzoro, the 
Spaniard, whose gleaming cannons brought an 
exotic empire to its knees! 
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Unabridged 


Womens Barracks tk 


This is the story of what happens when 
scores of young girls live intimately 
together in « French milltary barracks. 
Many of these girls, utterly innocent 
and inexperienced, met other women 
who had lived every type of experi- 
ence. Their problems, their tempta- 
tions, their fights and failures are 
those faced by all women who are 
forced to live together without normal 
emotional outlets 


The girls «ho chore Tereska Torres, 
the author, as thelr confidante poured 
out to her their most intimate feelings, 
their secret thoughts. So thir book, 
with all of ite revealment and tender- 
ness, it an important book because it 
tells 2 story that had never been truly 
told~the story of women in war. 
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Tales of Old Jamaica/Clinton V. Black 
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Mysterious Marie Laveau Voodoo Queen and Folk Tales Along the 


Mississippi/Raymond T. Martinez 


An AMERICAN ZOETROPE Production 
starring ROBERT DUVALL and DONALD PLEASENCE 


mh OCR PEDRO COUEY Yr MAGOE MeOH fe AN WESTES ‘ 


Wereutoene” 
Exweutive Producer henslefendtencee 
Sereeopicy ty George Lucas ond Wah Murch 
Story by George Lutes Pruduced bylaw ce Sterhahn 
Olrected by George lecoe Mune by Law Schifrin 


Ultimate Encounter/Bill Barry 

The Ultimate Elsewhere/J.H. Brennan 

Okla Hannali/R.A. Lafferty 

Adventures in the Unknown Interior of America/Cabeza de Vaca 
A Rip Van Winkle of the Kalahari/Frederick Cornell 

The Leopard Woman/Stewart Edward White 

The Strange Adventures of James Shervinton/Louis Becke 
Five Skull Island/Alexander Montgomery 

In Search of El Dorado/Harry Collingwood 

Anting Anting Stories/Sargent Kayne 

The Five of Me The Autobiography of a Multiple Personality/Henry Hawksworth with 
Ted Schwarz 

The Strange Profession of William King/Charles Drage 
Naked Ebony/Dan Cushman 

Black Jade/Angeline Taylor 

China Coaster/Don Smith 

The Golden Ones/C.V. Terry 

Jadoo - Mysteries of the Orient/John Keel 

Invisible Horizons/ Vincent Gaddis 

The Mothman Prophecies/John Keel 

Mysterious Lights and Fires/Vincent Gaddis 

Dark Drums/Wenzell Brown 

The Barbarian and the Geisha/Robert Payne 

Slave Queen/Norman Gant 

The Golden Isle/Frank Slaughter 

Of Men and Plants/Maurice Messegue 


Questions questions deep inside Rising in the course of time 
Our reasoning must be satisfied No longer can we try to hide 
The questions deep inside.. 

Some men say that life's a dream An accident without a scheme 


A little time to live and die Somehow that doesn't satisfy 
The need we feel inside.. 


Born into a world that's changing right before our eyes 
Left with no one else we finally turn and face the sky 


-~ 


wean 

Oh Lord of the Universe, Creator, tell me why 
I was made to want to live 

Though I'm forced to die 

Tell me why...Tell me why... 


from Questions by M. Cassidy 


authors that influenced me in my youth 
Jules Verne 

Journey to the Center of the Earth 
20,000 Thousand Leagues Under the Sea 
From the Earth to the Moon 
Mysterious Island 


HG Wells 

War of the Worlds 
The Island of Doctor Moreau 
The Invisible Man 

The First Men in the Moon 
When the Sleeper Wakes 
The Time Machine 


Featuring Stories by the 
” World's Greatest Authors 


Edgar Rice Burroughs 

Tarzan of the Apes 

The Return of Tarzan 

Pellucidar 

At the Earth's Core 

The Lost Continent 

Tarzan at the Earth's Core - 
Pellucidar's prehistoric beasts al 

offer the Ape Man his greatest 


An urgent message from Pellucidar, that 
world of primitive men and primeval jun- 
gles that lies inside the crust of the Earth, 
called on Tarzan of the Apes for assistance. 

Tarzan, used to the dangers of darkest 
Africa, heeded the call to Pellucidar, where 
all his skill in the jungte, all his tafente 
with beasts and primitive men, would be 
put to the extreme test. For in that land 
at the Eurth’s core, under the eternal day 
of the Central Sun, his terrific talents were 
needed just to stay alive—Ict alone to ful- 
fill the mission that had called him there! 


Arthur Conan Doyle 
Hound of the Baskervilles 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 


The Lost World 
se 2 Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle ns 


THE LOST WORLD Ep Lo 1S 
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A fomtastic 
expedition 

back to the 
down of time 


See Irwin Allen's thrilling tim production of “The Lest World” 
in CisemaScoge and color, Redeased through 20th Cow 


Kurt Vonnegut, Jr. 
Slaughterhouse Five 

Cat's Cradle 

Between Timid and Timbuktu 
Player Piano 

God Bless You Mister Rosewater 
Mother Night 

the Sirens of Titan 


Poul Anderson 
There Will Be Time 
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by Poul Anderson 


Soon after his birth in 1933, Jack Havig’s 
parents experienced the first of many 
frightening incidents associated with their 
son. One day he seemed to appear dou- 
ble, disappear and then reappear before 
his terrified mother’s eyes. When he was 
older, his parents were disturbed to hear 
him telling wild stories about visits to an 
Indian camp, stories so detailed and real- 
istic that they seemed more than just the 
product of a child's imagination. During 
adolescence, the boy disappeared for a 
long period only to be brought back by a 
mysterious man who vanished before he 
could be questioned. 

Eventually Jack realized that he pos- 
sessed an incredible power that set him 
apart from the rest of mankind. Through 
the exercise of his will alone, he was able 
to travel through time! He had visited the 
past when America was a greener, more 
beautiful land, and traveling to the future, 
Jack had seen the terrible consequences 
of the war. 


(continued on back flap) 


(continued trom tront tlap) 


Catching glimpses of a strange civiliza- 
tion on the other side of the dark centuries 
that followed that dreadful conflict, he 
wondered if somehow he could help man- 
kind avoid the war in the first place. If 
there were any other time travelers and 
he could find them, perhaps they could do 
something to stop the coming holocaust. 

After a search that spanned centuries 
and continents, Jack found himself in 
Jerusalem on the day of the Crucifixion. 
When a stranger approached him and 
asked if he were a time traveler, Jack 
knew at last that he was not alone. To- 
gether with several others, Jack journeyed 
ahead through time to America, some- 
time in the future when savage hordes 
called the Mong roamed the land. 

The time travelers had built a fortress 
called the Eyrie, ruled over by Caleb 
Wallis, a 19th-century American. It didn't 
take Jack long to discover that Wallis was 
a power-mad despot whose grandiose 
schemes for “saving” civilization posed 
more of a threat to humanity than a dozen 
atomic wars. Determined to thwart Wallis’s 
plans, Jack found himself plunged into a 
terrifying struggle that would sweep him 
across the very face of time itself. 

In this gripping, action-packed novel, 
Poul Anderson, author of such books as 
The Dancer from Atlantis and Beyond the 
Beyond, once more demonstrates the 
Hugo and Nebula award-winning talents 
that have made him one of science fic- 
tion's most acclaimed and popular writers. 


ILLUSTRATION BY DAVID WILCOX 


PRINTED IN THE U.S.A. 
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BillySeagull 


Chemtrails in Flushing, Queens yesterday 

Chemtrails in Flushing, Queens yesterday 

John, 

I just did a search on chemtrails & Queens & you popped up. Yesterday, I witnessed 
about 8 or ten planes spraying chemical agents in and around my neighborhood in 
Flushing, Queens. I took about 100 photos & 3 videos of the perpetrators, no doubt our 
beloved US military, attacking it's own citizens. Witnessing this has scared the shit out of 
me & I will never be the same. I've now been researching into chemtrails & I am 
astounding out what I am learning. This kid of evil is just unimaginable & I'm now scared 
to breathe the air outside. Thanks for posting your video. 

If you want my pics, send your email addy. 


Regards, Billy 2010 
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4-27-02 Saturday 1632 DST 
Hare Krsna 


I've been limping around in circles since Thursday. I work at 121 West 19th Street 8th 
floor. At approximately 1130 there was an explosion in the basement of 121-123 West 
19th Street. It was at 1130 on Thursday the 25th of April 2002. 


April 25th 1975 I was officially discharged from the USN with the rank of Seaman 
Recruit - the same rank I entered with at boot camp on December 7th 1973 [Pearl Harbor 
Day]. 


On April 25th 2002, as I stood at my work counter and entered the proper information in 
the appropriate blank spaces of the divorce papers that I received in the mail the previous 
day, I, and many others I am sure, experienced a simultaneous earthshake and "BOOM" 
sound. 


My eyes instinctively turned my head and looked towards the window at the area beyond 
the window - the passenger elevator & the freight elevators. All in the eternal space of a 
split-second - another explosion - my body sort of ducked as the space beyond the 
window turned into thick black smoke and flying orange embers. My body moved 
slightly to the left then slightly to the right - undecided about what to do - frozen I guess 
for another eternal split-second - and then my body moved towards the open doorway 
which leads out to the elevators - I look out into the smoke - I can barely see the closest 
freight elevator door hanging loosely and sort of swinging or shaking. 


[I walked quickly to the staircase next to the freight elevator and looked down the stairs 
and saw the stairs on the very bottom were just a pile of rubble. ] 


I go back inside my work space and take my backpack out of the closet and put it on top 
of the counter and gather up my divorce papers and put them in the backpack. I then grab 
my jacket & sweater & put them with the backpack. 


I then opened the inside door of my work space which leads to the Vertis offices. 
Everyone was sort of running around and saying to get out and getting their coats & bags. 


I went back to the outer door of my work space & closed it so no fire would come this 
way if there were fire. James Mongan came into my room and told me to get my bag & 
let’s go. 


I picked up the wooden plate we use to secure the window at night and put it into place 
covering the window. I then grabbed my coat & sweater & then my bag which James had 
put on his desk. I then proceeded with James down the few stairs to 118 West 20th Street 
7th floor. When we got to the reception area Cheryl Morse was there and others. I only 
remember Cheryl because she asked if anyone called 911. James said no, so they went to 
her office and called. I recall Peter Jennings & Danielle Rivers coming out of the Macy's 


photo studio. I waited by the exit door and held it open until Cheryl & James finished 
their call. 


The stairway and stairs were crowded with people. There was smoke but not as much as 
where I had just been. Two ladies who were walking behind me were coughing and we 
moved aside to let them go ahead. Everyone was orderly, there was no pushing or 
panicking - just people moving out of fear. 


When I reached the ground floor and got outside I could see the sidewalk across the street 
was crowded. There was a man in the middle of the street trying to guide people away 
from the building & across the street. 
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I stack my new books 
a small pile of soft covers 
apalachee gold 


The gripping advertures of sett 


THE TREASURE 
HUNTERS 

There were five men— 
each possessed 

by a madness for gold. 


NOLL 


The lure of treasure led them 

on 4 perilous expedition 

through thousands of mile 

of uncharted wilderness, And of 
those who survived the savage trek, 
only one, Pedro Morales 

found the journey 

worth the terrible price, 


the sea is so wide 


. 
LDurscer TYPE - NO-GLARE PAPER 


The gicl wus Barbe Comesy= 
block hair, black cyet, all young 


face anc joy 


The man wee Graham Starr, 
just out from England, « sob 
eltern in Hie Majesty's 24th 
Feot Regiment. 


The ploce was Acadia, that 
fong-ago pecudiee af the New 
World, which turned wtp a bell 
of mrerciess war nn destrection 


when distant kings indulged 
their anceet rivalry 


She was French—rearloerd dows 
to be banished and hounded 
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voodoo in new Orleans 


A Petican Pouch Book a 
“Tullant speaks with authority.” The New York Times 
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Voodoo in New Orleans 


The word “vaxkio” cliciis reactions from fear w 
fascination, thowghts of pims stuck im dolls, hexes, and 
virange rcs immediately come to mind. But few people 
know the true origin of voodooism or anything about its 
pitactice mm Anserica, particularly in New Orleans. This 
cxaminabos of wexloo rites and beliefs is sure to 
tuscinale every reader 


Stmightforword handling of sensational timer and 
tricksters, of the cult of voodeotin in all its manifestations 
Frown its first known appearances in New Orleans of 200 
yeart aga, here are the ries and dances, the cures 
marries and givayiy, Here were the wecldiagars and 
juices, and in pertienlar Dactar John ated Mar 
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mountain Charlie 
the earth is the lord's 
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arth is the Lords 


etc, etc, etc... 

some I purchased through the internet 
paid for by usps money order 

shipped via usps 

some from the strand bookstore 

some from mercer street bookstore 
some from alabaster bookstore 

Ihave them stacked on top of each other 
and I look at them each 

take them off the stack 

look at the cover front and back 

maybe read a paragraph on a random page 
put the book back in the pile 

take out another and repeat 

just taking small peaks into them 
anticipating when I can enter them fully 
enter into a different world 

different from the daily grind 

of work and bills and fear and loneliness 
am I trying to escape reality? 

I don't see it that way 

I see it as laying the foundation 

for my next version of reality 

after the death of this one 

an attempt to fill my consciousness 
with better desires 

for a better existence next life 

to progress to evolve 

life is precious 

time passes 

I must become human 08 29 13 


10 02 2009 to Joey (Dick) DiLorenzo 

The past shouldn't exist in the present. 

Joe, Isaw you on White Knight's friends list. I want to say this and then let it go. 

What happened many years ago, I want you to know, hurt me very much. I felt betrayed 
by a friend. Put yourself in my shoes at that time - I was standing there with a baseball 
bat in my hands ready to bash in the head of whoever was breaking into my apartment 
and the door opened and it was my friend. Someone who I had defended when people 
told me to kick him out of my basement when he would be sick puking drunk, or they 
would say not to let him smoke with us when he didn't chip in, or he was too young to 
handle this or that. When the door opened and I saw who it was, my heart sank into my 
stomach. Shock, hurt, betrayed, used, etc... It wasn't the loss of material things that hurt. 
It was the loss of friendship and trust. 

There is no past and there is no future. There is only the present. 

If this means nothing to you, that is ok. 

So it goes. Now it’s gone. 


Don Powles 030510 

Hey John, How are you doing ? What’s a good time to call you? 

I have to tell you a long story. I left my girlfriend Theresa. I don't live in Glendale 
anymore. She doesn't know where I am. And I don’t want her to know. I want to talk to 
you. Don't tell Butch or the others. I'll explain it to you on the phone. 


“Jack Malloy was able to love the human race because he expected ahead-of-time to be 
let down by his friends and hurt by his enemies and betrayed by his leaders. He saw these 
things as natural reactions to be anticipated, instead of perfidies to be decried.” 

From Here To Eternity/James Jones 


Dreaming and thinking - 

I dreamt I wasn't me. It was me but in a different body. Young and strong and blonde. 

I was a very strong swimmer. I can swim in real life but not like I was in dreamland. 

I was going away for two weeks to a scholarship competition. My dad was the same as in 
real life when I was young except he wasn't an alcoholic who deserted his family. He was 
poor but he was there. In the dream he was telling me not to worry if I didn't get any 
scholarship that he would find a way to pay my tuition. I knew he was sincere but I also 
knew he would have a hard time doing it. That was nice and it was different from the 
reality of my past. 


I went to the competition with a group of young men like myself. I remember swimming 
in the clearest water you can imagine. A lake of crystal clear warm water. I remember 
swimming with great ease like I was floating on water. I even remarked to myself at one 
point while swimming - "It feels like I'm floating on air." I looked down into the water 
and I could see straight to the bottom. I could see rocks and plants and big fish. I saw a 
plastic baby doll sitting on a rock down there. I dove under water to see if I could reach 
it but I stopped and swam back to the surface because I didn't know how deep the water 
was and I didn't want to go so far down that I couldn't make it back topside. I looked 
down again at the doll and it transformed into a young boy who swam away. 


Other things happened that are not so significant such as usual things that go on in a dorm 
with young men away from home - goofing on each other, etc. It was the first time I was 
not me - the me I am now and the me I was as a young man - I was someone completely 
different. 


When I woke up I started to think about the brave people in my life. How brave my son 
Jahnu is to keep working at being an actor - not knowing where his next paycheck is 
coming from, always auditioning, much more rejection than acceptance, but still working 
toward his goal and not surrendering. 


I thought of my oldest son, Rama, and how he went to the army when he knew he would 

be sent to war. He wanted to support his new wife and baby and that was the only way he 
thought he could do it. I thought he was crazy. I would not have done it. But he did it and 
it has cost him a lot. I thought that was brave. 


I thought of my youngest son, Bhakti, who has a new baby and just moved out of here. 
He has a new job that he likes because he is doing something he wants to do. He paid for 
his own training. He is going to move again soon to a new home. He and his wife are 
doing it with no assistance from me. 


I thought of you, Marta, and how you have been doing everything by yourself. 
Supporting 4 people. Working your little butt off. Moving to a different state. Probably 
snowed in right now. Starting over in a completely new environment. Sacrificing for your 
children. 


So many brave people doing what I am afraid to do - change. yfaj 2015 


I had a father once 

I don't remember him much 
he was hardly at home 
except when he was 


he drank a lot of beer 

he smoked a lot of Lucky Strike cigarettes 
he cursed a lot 

he hit me a lot 

with his fists and his leather belt 

he yelled at me a lot 

he called me names like knucklehead and stupid 
and always told me to shut up 

he forced me to clean his nasty feet and 

in between his toes 

when I was young 


he stole all my money 
when I was not so young 


he got me a job 

he got me an apartment 

he treated my puerto rican wife with love and respect 
when I was a newlywed 


he hugged me once 

one night 

and the next week his body died 
35 years ago 

happy fathers day 2014 


I remember when I was in the Ist grade in 1960 and I went to the supermarket with my 
mother. When we got to the checkout there was a display of Flintstones' spoons and forks 
for sale. They were basically just kid size utensils with the handle being either fred or 
barney, etc... I begged and cajoled until my mom relented and bought a Fred Flintstone 
spoon for me. I was so happy. When we got home I took it out of the plastic wrapping 
and washed it myself so I could use it for supper that night. I couldn't wait. Later that 
evening my father came home, drunk as usual, and he brought the man who lived next 
door in for a drink. They both had some beers and then they both were going to go next 
door. The man's wife had cooked dinner and so he invited my dad over. While they were 
sitting in our kitchen my dad and his drunken pal noticed my Fred Flinstone spoon. They 
started laughing like idiots. Then my dad asked his drinking partner if he wanted to have 
dinner with Fred Flintstone. They both cracked up and then they left. With my spoon. My 
heart sank and my stomach turned. 

Fred never came back. My mom told me the next morning that they broke my spoon. 
Drunken bastards. 2013 


I couldn't sleep last night because it was so cold in my apartment. It was 1:30am. I got up 
and went to the kitchen. I boiled some water and made some hot cocoa with a little milk. 
Then I went back to my room and sat on my sleeping bag. I turned on my computer and 
watched the movie "Just Like Heaven." I miss being alive inside. I wish I could be happy 
again. Just once more in this lifetime. Before I have to leave. 


I wish, I wish, I wish. I had three wishes granted to me when I was young. I wasted them. 
You only get three wishes. But if I had one more wish I would wish I could make 
everyone in my life happy. Then I would be alive again. Even if it were only for a 
moment. The black hole in my heart would finally close and I could leave and not feel 
like I failed everyone. There are no fairy tale endings. No more wishes. Just the remorse 
of a tired soul who made too many mistakes and took too many wrong turns. 2015 


SOMETIMES I LIE AWAKE AT NIGHT, 
AND I ASK, ‘WHERE HAVE I GONE WRONG?” 
THEN A VOICE SAYS TO ME. ‘THIS IS GOING 

TO TAKE MORE THAN ONE NIGHT.” 


I wish I had the power 
to write beautiful words 
to lift the world's spirit 
to bring laughter 

and love 

and joy 

to the hearts and minds 
of everyone. 


I wish I had the ability 
to make those words 
dance and sing 

jump and shout 

but also 

calm and soothe 

heal all wounds 

bring back strength 

to the weak 

humility 

to the powerful 

and charity and grace to all. 


I wish I could 

find the perfect words 

to make everyone realize 
we are all in need 

of the same thing - 

that four letter word 

that is 

LOVE. 


Is that too much to wish for? 060112 


"To learn who rules over you, simply find out who you are not allowed to criticize." — 
Voltaire 


"To find out who is oppressed, simply find out who you are not allowed to support." — 
Kyle Hunt 


"<The truth is only hate speech to those who hate the truth’." — Unknown 


You learn something new every day 
two things I learned today 


1 it’s perfectly legal now for a bank to steal the money from your savings or checking 
account 

even personal effects from your safety deposit box 

it’s called account sweeping 

and the bank doesn't have to replace your losses either 


2 it’s perfectly legal now for the government to come into your home and steal all of your 
food and clothes and any type of resource you own in the event of any type of declared 
emergency such as health epidemic, power failure, food shortage, war, etc... 2013 


Being alone 

when someone has gone 
and taken your heart with them 
and you realize... 

yes... 

I am alone now. 

how do you go on? 

where do you find 

peace of mind? 

where do you find 
someone to relieve the pain 
of emptiness? 

where do you find 
someone to help repair 

all your broken dreams? 
where do you find 
someone 

to love? 

God only knows... 

08 31 13 


You know who you are. 
You just have to remember. 


Waves of Love 


sun's rays streaming 
from behind clouds 
volcano smoldering 
in the distance 


waves crashing 
against the rocky shore 


fate 


clinging for an instant 

to the staunch boulders 
washing over them 
cleansing 

merging 

then 

just as swiftly 

the waves are pulled away 
from their shoreline embrace 
by the mighty ocean tide 
only to return 

determined 

for another wet and salty encounter 
2012 


In seventh grade catholic school 
Mrs. Viscome wrote on my paper 
that I had a warped sense 

of humor. 


Washington district of Columbia - 77th meridian west 

aka God's longitude Meridian hill - founded July 16, 1790 - 

situated directly between 

MARY- "as in the virgin Mary" -LAND April 28, 1788 7th original state 
and 

VIRGIN- "as in the virgin Mary" -IA June 25, 1788 10th original state 

- 59 days - 

also one of three independent city-states with London city and Vatican city 
Baltimore 

Philadelphia 

New York 

Boston 

Stonehenge 

2014 


THOUGHT FOR THE DAY! 

"The most dangerous man, to any government, is the man who is able to think things out 
for himself ... Almost inevitably, he comes to the conclusion that the government he lives 
under is dishonest, insane, and intolerable." -- H.L. Mencken, American journalist 


I'm in no condition to talk 


what is my conditioning 

what type of behavior have I been conditioned to resort to 
what was my conditioning 

how was I conditioned 

where was I conditioned 

when was I conditioned 

why was I conditioned 

who did the conditioning 

am I still being conditioned 

who is doing the conditioning now 

I'm only asking because I was a little curious 
and that's not part of the conditioning 

you could say - 

I just dropped in 

to see 

what condition my condition was in 

2012 


Temporal Existence Part 1 


When I look at the photo 
of the man about to die 
on the R train tracks 

I can't help but notice 

no one is near him 


the news reports said 
everyone was in a panic 
and ran away from the fight 


when I look at the photo 
I see 
the possibility 


all it would take 
is one hand 

one human hand 
for a few seconds 
to reach out 

and help him live 


fear and panic and 

crowd / mob reaction 

I see it every night I work 
on the streets 

on the subways 


Monday morning 

on the E train 

very loud very drunk 
very small man 

talks loud and stupid to 
larger sober vagrant man 
sitting across from him 
vagrant ignores him 
stupid is as stupid does 
talks louder and 
vagrant jumps up and 
BOOM 


every person in the car 
ran 


or should I say flew 

like a flock of scared pigeons 
if they had wings 

they would have taken flight 
and crapped on my head 

as they passed over me 
escaping from the boom 


until I 

who didn't move a muscle 
except in awareness 

was the closest 

to the stupid actions 


it’s a typical reaction 
self preservation 
the fearing propensity 


every time I see it 

the split second situation 
afterwards 

I wonder 


What would I have done? 
Would I have helped? 
Would I have lent a hand? 
Or would I have run in fear 
with the rest of the mob 
from one unarmed person? 
2012 


SMH at people who cry and whine and post about how they want love, a good man, a 
good woman, etc... Then shit on it when a bona fide opportunity arises because what they 
found didn't EXACTLY match what their unrealistic expectations were. 

All I know is you can't always get what you want. BUT - you always get what you need. 
You will NEVER find the perfect fit in an off-the-rack world. And that is so sad. 

A sincere, honest, hard-working person that could bring about so many positive changes 
to the life of another similar sincere soul, and vice versa, is rejected. 

Someone that only wants the chance to love, respect, serve, support and protect someone 
that they think is precious and worthy of spending a lifetime with is tossed aside for some 
fantastic ideal that has no basis in reality. 

And both go on in their lonely separate ways. 

Jiv jago... 2012 


She may need loving 
but she don't need you. 


I realize that it will take much more than sweet and sincere words, much more than gifts 
from the heart, yes, it will take so much more than such mundane efforts. It will take an 
Herculean determination in action if I am serious about attaining my own personal 
"impossible dream". If I want it to be more than just a dream. 


Do I? Do I want it to be reality? Or am I just a coward afraid to step out of my safe and 
secure and boring lonesome hole in the earth? Am I unwilling to pay the cost? Am I not 
sure that it will be worth it and more? 


Am [ not still alive and breathing? Yes! I am not dead yet. I do still breathe! 


I lack the intestinal fortitude to say what I mean and to mean what I say. Therefore I have 
no chance. Never did. Self defeated. 


It takes two. Iam only one. Two is such a gigantic leap from one. And my bones and 
muscles just don't work like they used to. And all the competition is so much younger and 
stronger and more handsome and so far ahead of me. 


Impossible? Impossible is a word found only in a fool's dictionary. But I sure feel like a 
fool and look even more foolish when I entertain such lofty desires. And there is nothing 
worse than an old fool. 


It takes time. I don't have that luxury. 

It takes heart. A strong heart. I don't have that either. 

It takes money. That is just the reality of the world. The reality I don't possess. 

It takes getting out of my imaginary existence and getting into the real world where she 
lives. I just don't know if I have the strength anymore to compete in that arena. Or if [am 
even invited to the competition. 

I wish I had three wishes again... 2012 


Gentlemen, 
04/11 - 04/12/2014 


55 prospect 

dar so Martinez for cursing and insulting a co-worker. 

All I did was question him about the new post orders of 04/08/2014 - all guards, 
including lobby guards, are to wear hard hats and protective masks when on site - I asked 
him if he ever wore the hard hat or mask while on post - he said no. I read the post orders 
to him. I asked him why he wasn't following the post orders. He said stop asking 
questions. He then told me to get the fuck out of the building and stop asking so many 
questions. Then he said I must be slow because I ask so many questions. I said to him you 
just cursed at me and now you are insulting me by saying I am slow. He said yes you are 
slow. I did not raise my voice, I did not verbally or physically retaliate in any way. I 
remained professional and started to fill out a dar. He saw that I was writing him up and 
he left the lobby security desk and went somewhere else in the bldg. He returned after I 
had completed the dar. He did not sign the site report or the dar. All this was witnessed 
by so Espinet and so Peterson. 


18e41 

so Marc Elien is using the 18e41 address to have a package delivered to himself via fedex. 
He posted a notice on the security desk and in the log book for anyone to sign for his 
package and hold it for him. 


so Martinez, in my opinion, which I concede no one is asking for, should be fired. If I 
could have I would have sent him home on the spot. According to CPS security guard 
handbook, page 2, prohibited acts, FOUL OR ABUSIVE LANGUAGE is prohibited. If 
he is allowed to remain all the guards will know that they can disrespect their co-workers 
with no consequences. That is all Iam going to say about it. lam not management and I 
don't presume to tell anyone in management how to do their job. 


so Martinez was written up on 03/07/2014 along with so Sabree for abandoning the post 
before being properly relieved. 


I was not given a print-out of the new post orders at this site. I was given a binder 
specifically for storing and maintaining current post orders for all the sites as they 


become available but I did not receive a copy of this one. 


end of report 


Gentlemen, 
I am writing this to make everyone aware of the disrespectful, insulting and juvenile 
behavior of the new account manager, Mr. Valverde. 


I called Mr. Valverde on Wednesday evening, April 30th, to inform him that I was taking 
a paid sick day. I only gave 2 hours notice. I understand it should have been 4 hours 
notice. 


However, the fact that I was late in calling out is no justification for the use of foul 
language and hanging up on me. Mr. Valverde cursed at me using the words shit, fuck etc 
when he couldn't convince me to work that night. I did not use any foul language and I 
made that point clear to Mr. Valverde that there was no reason for him to react in such an 
unprofessional and discourteous manner. After a few more condescending remarks 
directed at me, Mr. Valverde hung up on me. 


I will not stand for being treated in such a disrespectful, immature way. It’s just not right. 
Mr. Valverde has lost any credibility he might have had with me and it will be difficult 
going forward in a spirit of professional cooperation. 

I will be working tonight unless CPS no longer requires my services. 

Sincerely, 

John Stayton 5/2/2014 

Mr.Tom Wall, 


Due to health concerns, and as an at-will-employee, I have decided to resign from my 
position of field supervisor for CPS, effective immediately. 


I worked my old schedule from 2200 to 0600 last week. I ended my recent tour at 0600 
Monday 05/18/2014. 


In order to avoid any drama caused by my presence in the office I would appreciate it if 
you would please mail any money owed to me. 


Best of luck to the company going forward. 


Sincerely 
John Stayton 


NY TIMES HEADLINE FEBRUARY 16, 2012 
quick breakdown of headline just off the top of my head 
"Just wanted to show you what I see" said the blind man. 


"Aggressive Acts by Iran Signal Pressure on Its Leadership 
By so and so" 


"A flurry of actions and statements by Iran this week suggest its leaders are responding 
frantically, and more unpredictably, to the tightening of sanctions by the West." 


key descriptive words used to strengthen negative image of current chosen adversary 


aggressive - ready to fight attack barking dog 

pressure - stressed out ready to explode 

flurry - moving fast in many different directions as in a snowSTORM erratic 
unpredictable 

actions acts - first strike action not reaction they want to hit us first 


their leaders 
frantically - frightened panicked might try anything 
unpredictably - insane crazy you never know what they're going to do 


our leaders 
tightening - the noose they, our enemy, will hang themselves with 


sanctions - JUSTIFIED punishments God-given rights the "west" way or the highway 


Iran - singular not west not in the clique rebellious individual 
West - denotes plurality group majority for the good of the people many against just one 


Yeah I know. I'm crazy. 


wv 


Crazy people cap 
ften see the 


truth. » 
hat do you 
| them ¢ 


“We have to look at the source of the rats’ success — which is our eating habits,” he said. 


The source of the rats' success is not our eating habits. The fact is that there is no real 
effort by the MTA to control the rat population. Not only that, there is no real concerted 
effort either to actually clean train stations. All politicians do is write bullsh*t laws which 
have no effect at all except to suck more money from us. And then they pat themselves 
on the back and forget all about it. Until elections come around again. I don't believe any 
of these lawmakers ride the subways except for photo ops. Numerous subway stations are 
just plain open cesspools. You walk down the stairs to the station and you are sickened 
by the disgusting smell of stool and urine. Many stations are plainly hazardous to your 
health. Where is the Department of Health? Or the EPA? Why aren't these government 
agencies involved in protecting the public from this obvious dangerous condition. Rats 
run free all over the platforms and play hide-n-seek around the few token booths still left. 
The only evidence of effort to combat the problem is a sign posted in train stations 
claiming that RODENTICIDE has been administered and to beware. Has anyone ever 
seen anyone performing such extermination activities? I personally ride the trains 5 
nights a week as part of my job as a field supervisor. East, west, uptown and downtown I 
ride all the lines. All night long. For years now. And I have NEVER seen anybody 
exterminating or performing any sort of preventive measures against the rat population. I 
am sickened by the rats and by the human rats that do nothing but make believe they care. 
My NYPOST comment 2012 


Instead of attacking the actual problem - cleaning the subways - pols attack the people 
they are supposed to serve! I wish someone would listen. This is what is really happening. 
This is the scam being played on all of us. I don't smoke cigarettes. Remember months 
ago when a law was passed making it illegal to smoke cigarettes on public streets. Yes? 
No one was actually arrested but... IT IS THE LAW NOW!!! You can be arrested. Or 
detained and disappeared. 


Now. Here. Legislation being proposed to make it against the law to eat on the subway. It 
is already illegal to - GOD FORBID!!! - walk between cars. I have seen police arrest 
persons last year for doing so. It is a law. Now it is food consumption they want to make 
illegal on trains. And yeah they won't really arrest you... yet. 


Can't anyone see through this? Incrementally taking away freedom after freedom, little by 
little, until you are a robot. Can't do this... can't do that... can only do what I am told to 
do... Robot. Can't anyone see that the MTA says they have no money to clean the stations. 
Where all the money went NOBODY KNOWS! It is their fault the stations are filthy. But 
the politicians want to blame us. 


What some think is that these laws are in place in the event of civil unrest. The same civil 
unrest and protest going on all over the planet. So one day, it is finally decided to reduce 
the number of citizens in New York City, the order might be given to arrest any and all 
persons caught smoking on the streets of Manhattan. It is against the law isn't it? Buses in 
place in lower Manhattan to transport thousands right to the nearest FEMA prison camp. 
Later shipped further on to where slave labor is needed. Or where graveyards need filling. 
Yeah. I'm crazy. I know. But when I read sh*t like this article it just sounds so familiar. 
The method or formula of modern politicians. Don't try to solve the problem with logic 
and common sense and putting your money where your lying mouth is. No. Blame the 
victims and make them pay. They won't be around much longer anyway once we have 
our own way. When the same type of reaction keeps occurring over and over it is called a 
pattern. SEE THE PATTERN!!! 2012 


It won't end 
until YOU 
step out of line. 


Lightning is not a single bolt, but a series of sparks or shots hitting one spot in rapid 
succession. First there is a downward stroke, usually invisible, which emerges from the 
cloud, develops millions of volts in one-millionth of a second, and blazes the path for the 
bolt to follow. 

Then a charge of high-voltage electricity retraces this path back to the cloud from the 
contact point on the ground. This upward tracing is what is commonly known as the 
stroke, but the speed is so great that human eyes cannot detect the illusion. Finally there 
is a sustained current between cloud and ground lasting about five to 200 millionths of a 
second. 

The actual stroke discharges two types of current. There is a primary high current of 
short, explosive duration known as "cold" lightning. It is followed by the lower voltage 
current flowing for a longer time and called "hot" lightning, and this is the lethal juice 
that burns or melts objects. 

The first downward stroke of cold lightning creates a channel of highly-charged air 
about as thick as a man's arm. As the current passes through this channel, the abrupt 
expansion of heated air causes the rippling crash of thunder. 


Mysterious Fires and Lights V.H. Gaddis c1967 


My humble attempt to connect a few dots 
Friday, May 1, 2009 


Bhagavad Gita As It Is, Chapter 16, Texts 7 - 9: 

Those who are demoniac do not know what is to be done 
and what is not to be done. Neither cleanliness nor proper 
behavior nor truth is found in them. 

They say that this world is unreal, with no foundation, no 
God in control. They say it is produced of sex desire and 
has no cause other than lust. 

Following such conclusions, the demoniac, who are lost 
to themselves and who have no intelligence, engage in 
unbeneficial, horrible works meant to destroy the world. 


2001 to 2005 this country lost 40 micro-biologists under suspicious circumstances such 
as being stabbed to death in trunks of cars, thrown off bridges, wrapping their cars around 
trees after their brake fluid disappeared, in addition to just plain disappearing without a 
trace. They were all working for the government, or government contractors, on projects 
related to bio-terrorism, flu pandemic, or anthrax. 


The US government was involved in strange experiments that involved exhuming bodies 
of people that were killed by the 1918 Spanish flu, and genetically engineered flu viruses. 


FEMA has millions of empty plastic coffins spread across the US. 


Michael Osterholm was the first to announce the possible pandemic influenza outbreak as 
a spokesman for the CDC. 


The words of Michael Osterholm from an essay written for the Council of Foreign 
Relations 

from July/August 2005 - 

"If an influenza pandemic struck today, borders would close, the global economy would 
shut down, international vaccine supplies and health-care systems would be overwhelmed, 
and panic would reign." 


He is a consultant to the World Health Organization, the National Institutes of Health, the 
Food and Drug Administration, the Department of Defense, and the Center for Disease 
Control. He is head of the Center for Infectious Disease Research and Policy (CIDRAP), 
which is funded by 3m corporation. 


He also consults with governments and private corporations around the world about 
preparedness - and profit making - during times of mass death. 3m has many multi- 
million dollar contracts with Department of Defense and is reputedly owned by 
Halliburton. 


save your money in a bank 

bank steals your money 

read the news for truth about world 

the news lies 

go to school for education 

school teaches ignorance 

go to the doctor to heal sickness 

doctor prescribes toxins to keep you ill 
go to supermarket to buy food for health 
food industry sells you poison 

go to police for protection 

police shoot you 

welcome to the upside down world 2013 


sometimes I feel 

that all sources of information 
are misdirection 

mass media 

alternative media 
nytimes 

davidicke 

fox 

msnbc 

cnn 

infowars 
westernjournalism 

etc... 

they waste my time 

with false hope 

they waste my time 

with false fear 

they waste my life 

if I pay attention to them 
I want to love and be loved 
2013 
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The Venus Of Konpara/John Masters 


i THE VENUS 
OF KONPARA 


BY JOHN MASTERS Ser SS: 
AUTHOR OF BROWAN) JUNCTION 


A gripping novel of shuman futt GODDE ss 


set in the fest and violent jungles 
of Initia. “A tale of intrigue one IN THE FLESH 
pusixe * toe Anoeuet fowed 


JOHN MASTERS 
A SUPERS STORYTELLER 


FRANZ WERFEL 


Mian 1s wn 


THE CLASSIC STUDY 
OF THE 
BLACK ARTS 
IN OUR TIME. y 


WILLIAM SEABROOK 


ITS POWER 
INTHE WORLD 
TODAY. 


The Song Of Bernadette/Franz Werfel 2” time 
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The Stery of the Lady ef Lourdes 


On February 11, 1858, 2 poor, misermble, asthenaric 


tether dull-witted, bet ima 


ald piel, Bernadecte Soub 


tive fourneen-yeat 
had 4 vissoo of 4 
Deautiful lady,’ « vision 


sr declared by the 


ch wo be « true evocation of the Holy Virgin 
In the last days of Jume, 1940, the author Frane 
Werfel, in desperate flight from the Nazis, fourd 
leirmvell at Lourdes, In the extremity of his distress 
he vowed that he would someday write the story of 


Bernadette #0 that he 


hit Mageuty, even i Our 
inherman era, the divine mystery and the holiness 
of man” The Sexy of Brrowdeie is the fulfillmen 
— Tie New Yoreet Macarine 


Bernaderte’s story has becoene one of the most 
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famous novels of ow ume, a Book of-the-Moanth 
Qlb selection, and « prize-wioning mocion picture 


tl great beauty, 


Pocket Books 


are taretully selersed frum rhe lists of all 
leading fe 
world 5 be 


ey brag yow the 
reading in edinens of high 


ent quality ar the lowest paswble peice 


‘ 
orner of your house 
during rainy weather and let the water pour on 
it... Or ase a big piece of bone with meat on it, 
buri nder the intended victim's window 
Not since the day mt has there been such 
i Universal interest in witchcraft, Not «ince 
the Dark Ages have there been so many 
practicing wite arlocks. Secretly 
war friends, you rhbore, perhape 
your own fs 
book which first 
id of witchcraft 
u live today! 


Billy Budd & Typee/Herman Melville 


, 


Bubd TYPEE 


Ae r toy 
Bi itr aspre Lambie aed 


Did you know that the orgiastic rites of the Black 
Mass are still being practiced in such sophisticated 
countries as England and France? 


The Supernatural 


takes you on an excursion into the eerie world of the 
unknown, complete with what must surely be the 
rarest collection of occult Hlustrations anywhere. It 
includes photograpts of materialized apparitions and 
twentieth century witches 

Did you know that exorcism is not a dead relic of the 


Dark Ages but is being performed today by clergymen 
across the world? 


is based on modern research into today’s parapsy- 
chology and the occult throughout history, It is a 
thoroughly objective work by two of the most know! 
edgeable authorities in the field. Mt focuses on the 
scientific investigations into psychical phenomena 
now under study by research groups around the 
world, and on extrasensory perception as it has de 
veloped over the centuries. It ranges from pre history 
to the present, from the ancient villages of Europe to 
the modern suburbs of America 


“A REALLY GOOD BOOK...should be required read- 
ing for ali aficionados of terror and the magnificent." 
—THE NEW YORK TIMES BOOK REVIEW 


THE NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY publishers of 
SIGNET. MENTOR. SIGNET CLASSICS & NAL BOOKS 


The Lost Land/Edison Marshall 


e CURTIS BOOMS 07227 TSe 


The last ravings of a man 
dying of a mysterious fever 
. . and the haunting hy- 
pothesis of @ brilliant and 
obsessed scientist . . 


These bizarre clues were 
all that the two explorers of 
the unknown had to go on 
as their tiny plane winged 
high over the menacing Ant- 
arctic ice . . . searching for 
@ secret valley that only one 
human being had ever vis: 
ited and lived to tell about 
it 3 lost world ruled by 
a race of creatures from the 
darkest depths of time, who 
even now might be playing 
out a gigantic contest be- 
tween good and evil to its 
strange and terrible con. 9) 
clusion 
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Venture in the East/Bruce Lancaster 
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“Vietines | 
of primitive cruelty... 


Out of the old costle of Hora come 
the lost of the rebels, driven fhe cottle 
through the gates, The orisaners shuffled 
olong—prodded by the Emperor's blood- 
thirsty soldiers—c long column of misery, | 
Only when they hod reached the edgeof | 
the cliff were they allowed te halt, shab- 
ing with terror, 


Suddenly there wor o flurry ainong the | 
crowd and a tall men in frice’s robes 
struggled free. Fra Fide! faced the silent 
Japonese. He held © croxs high above his 
head and began to walk slowly back- 
words, hit golt sure and unherried, For 
an instant, he wos outlined ageinst the 
shy. Then his brown robes flutiered 
ogeins? the cliff, swirling down and down 
to the raxor-shorp rocks below . . . 
. 2 7 

VENTURE IN THE EAST brings jo vivid life 
the ferocious and prisitive ways of medi- 
eval Japan, The color and cruetty of des- 
potic rule, the terrible fear and hated of 
Evopeon civilization are all hete, leay~ 
ing little to the imagination, making this 
novel o stirring account of the holfdor- 
gotten aitempt to open Japan to the West 
centuries before Admiral Perry's treaty, 


THE BEST IN FICTION © 

AND NONFICTION 

Whorever Books Are Sold 
PERMABOOKS 
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The Decameron/Giovanni Boccaccio 
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Thin new efition at The Decameron 
thedern Enulish rendering of the authoritative and 
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x juliet the background of the Black Death of 
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msterece are peopled by nobles 
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pull en > 
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servaris specu, thieves, 
gamblers, police — snd lovers 
Unahashedlly varthy in tts sensuality, The Dex 
recaptures both the tragedies and the cx 
bide. Now contemporary American readers « 
these tales once aafain in this unexpu 
translation which, in the words of the n 
biographer Professor Thomas Bergin, “is 
ermuckably faithful to dee original in both letter and 


huriors 
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perasioc 


erent 
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spirit...swift-paced and buovwwnt...amooth 
graceful and ceninently remdable The evatler may be 
ssstnred (hast he is... truly reed ing The Decan wron.” 


USA $7.99 
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Censorship No Longer Denies You 
This Thrill of Thrills— 


Tales from THE GREAT DECAMERON.., 
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Mission of Jeffery Tolamy/Darwin Teilhet 
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Whes Jeffery soled to the Pacific on @ 
Jeffery Tolamy mission far President Madison, bis ime. 
at 
~ 
+ ~ : Philadelphia ond Rebecce... But Jeff 
DARWIN TEILHET : “ didm'! count on Or, Scheffer and his 
Ing Susan Partridge... Susan, who made 
him forget all else — Rebecco, home, 


diate feture seemed to him simple ond 
schemes for conquest — he didn't count 
everything — excep! her beowty end the 


“~ . 
k She wade him forget 
secure. Deliver the shiploed of arms to 
on getting mixed up in a fight for isload 
memory of holding her slender body In 


the threatened islemders ond returm to 
conquest — ond he didn’? count oe meet. 
his arma im the soft Pacific night... 


Here is a violent, exciting novel of com 
spiracy, bloodshed, desire ond tulf@ment 
sat ogainet the bockground of o primitive 
tropic porodise — Howoll im 1816, This te 
the story of Jett Telamy, whe fought for 
@ kingdom—ond for the love of a 
beautiful woman 
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THE BEST IN FICTION 
AND NONFICTION 
| Wherever Books Are Sold 


Fr: 


GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK 


A Classic since its first y int 1945, The Circus 
Dr. Lao is irreverent, licentious, insolent ud amu 
ing, Here is a circus of legendary crea 

WETEWUNVES, TROTITMIMIS, Sea SeTpeniis—iiial 

lating, intriguing, horrifying and delightful 


the lines of its imaginative orgies is a profound 


satirical comment on civilization 


is, i) a menagerie, some people will pause t 
marvel before the cage ol an exotic creature tron 
another hemisphere, while others haul their chikdres 


mist, scarcely permitting them a glimpse, so, at the 


circus, some of us gasp at the trapezists and the turn 


ers feats, and other paying cust 

lesiy in their seats and check their fingernails. In 
CIFCUS We StO TT nily whut Wi are ready lo see Ther 
is no script but chance and hope and spontaneity, a 
thus it is appropriate that this meast 

literature describes an imaginary circus 

one. No Circus ought to be too ‘rea 

—from Edward Hoagland’ introduction 


sles Of Se — Roper 


United augers £1 25 
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The Killings At Kent State/I. F. Stone 


F. Stone FROM SENATOR STEPHEN YOUNG'S INTRODUCTION 


This book is to my mind the most startling expose of 
1970. Evidence axists that after the shootings the Guards 


men |et Kent State) fabricated among themselves a false 
ory to tell the FBI and other investigators, It was so care 
fully fabricated that some sixty Guardsmen questioned 
tried to ¢xculpete themsatves in identical Language! Who 
coached them? Falsitication of evidence is a crime; agree 
Ment to do so 4 conspiracy to obstruct pustice. Mr. Stone 
hows thet this important point offers another avenue of 


prosecution by @ future grand jury. Whet an uproar and 
pul#tic clamor there would be, he specubates, if students 


were to shoot down Ohio Netionel Guardamen ard the 

FBI turned up evidence that the defense story was fabri 
1A) cated among the students! 7 

1, F. STONE published his first newspaper at the age of 

fourteen and has been a frercely independent journalist 

virtually ever since. He has been « reporter and writer for 


thé PHILADELPHIA RECORD. 9M. the New Yark PosT 

Washington STAM, and the New York O4/. ¥ COMPASS 
HOW MURDER ERD ORS and was Washington editor of the Va rrow. In 1963 he 
founded his own paper, | = STONE FEKLY (now pub 
lined bi-weekly), which has a circulation of more than 
60,000. Mr. Stone's other books include THE HAUNTEL 
FIFTIES, (NA TIME OF TORMENT, THE HIDDEN HISTORY 
OF THE KOREAN WAR, and POLEMICS ANI 
ro6gu. 1970 


NOPHECIES. 


|, F, Stone,” the historian Henry Steele Comenager wrote, 

is unfailingly comtemporary, but he is a man of the En 
lightenment. He is the modern Tom Paine, cebebrating 
Common Sanse and the Rights of Man, hammering away at 
tyranny, injustice, exploitation, deception, and chicanery 
with an eloquence thet appeals even to the sophisticated 
who are most suspicious of eloquence.” 


Introduction by Senator Stephen Young 


A NEW YORK REVIEW BOOK 


Distributed by Viestage Books NYR 107 
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4 STUDY IN 


ILLEGITIMATE POWER 
by J. EVETTS HALEY 


G = 


THOMAS C.¢ 
HINKLE 


Joe swung the puppy 


Black Storm/Thomas C. Hinkle 


ks At Lyndon/J. Evetts Haley 


Anory THE ALTHOR 


|. RVETTS HALEY, creman ond Metotian, & ac adept 
at the fine art uf working wiki cattle ap he ip in writing history 
which as «ne prodesecr remacteg “reads Whe poetry.” With bt 
son he te the active cowboy Gwner-operator of three South 
werntern Cattle ranches 

He je the enthor od tevive leeks al hictory and hiography 
» historian Pramer 


aml the moet outed living & 


Hunt peroiedt hie Cheries Gow Croman eed Maher 


wou, ae “the feest: Americam fromtier Wiegraphy ever writ 

jen.” The bite Dr. & C, Markee, denn of history at the Uni 

werdty wt Texas, comskdennt Kiwtte Haley perhaps his mast 

cepterral ctodent in a lifetime of teocting amd Dr, Pevteert 

V. Melton, the 
a “Ametica’s finest historical writer 

When J. Evetia Haley ran for Governor of Texas in 1956, 

the Howton Most described hin 4 treat wilh » keen, in 

leive mind, a frm background tn hist 


o Berty enderetanding 


erat Califorula historian, vice spoke of Bien 


y aml poeertineet anil 


wt Pee day 


The dwetin American Statesman called bir the “Salty 


Texas Rebel” from the Staked Plains, “the regies’s Thomas 
Tuine, a brilliant Metorien aed a provecative narnphleteer, He 
arpecs inyplocalily that Americans mani tw lose thee redivid 
il Uberties to big government, ancl be insists that they shookd 
rely on themselves inetead of the government gor thels wellare." 
Me le a graeate of West Texas Univer 
versity ol Texas, and « former Meinbet of the Hoard of the 


¥ um) the Uni 


Trea Teckeotogical Callege. A Bfedang Cometitetle nal Deen 
rat, be resides at Canyon, Texaa 


(vider: 4 Tesew Loobs ut Lowden 
The Palo Duro Press, Box 300 
Canyon, Texas, Mrice $1 


Ne ane voeht rete Block Sture—ao one hut doe Baie, the only cowboy 
the greet horse trusiod Then ane sight the hiack gelding wer stelen, 


Me wee beeten ond starved, but hit prowd spirit remamed unbroken. 
Al lost be escaped, te a derperate breedom haunted by man end woll. 


=< s [ 
Aad while doe Bain searched te Konens tity, @ defen! Meck Storm 
dodged bullets ond timber wolves to fied the anty man be would serve, 


SCHOLASTIC BOOK SERVICES, NEW YORK, MY 


A Princess of Mars/Edgar Rice Burroughs 
& MARS Y 812 


EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS §—— Sutin sa 


A PRINCESS OF MARS 


We-heard toud shouts 
Gandhi Maharaj Ki Jai | 
Pandit Nehru Ki Jai ! 
Bharat Mata Ki Jai! 


Vyai . in 


As tense and exciting as any 
Madgutkar thriller, THE WINDS OF FIRE 


in a great historical novel of 


A violent, durk our time 


chapter of little. 
known history 
when mobs 
terrorized 
molested and 
looted the 
innocents in the 
name of the saint 
of non-violence 


Wa great Marathi novel 


PP revit ty 
Hind Pocket Book, 


The Legends And Myths Of Hawaii by His Hawaiian Majesty Kalakaua 
Up From Slavery/Booker T. Washington 

The Gift Of Black Folk/W.E. Burghardt Du Bois 

The Original Illustrated Sherlock Holmes/Arthur Conan Doyle 

Don’t Die Baby/Jo Ashley Bacon 

The Master Of The World/Jules Verne 

The Dilemma Of A Ghost/Christina Ama Ata Aidoo 

The African/William Conton 

To Kill A Mockingbird/Harper Lee 2™ time 

Lost Horizon/James Hilton 2"! time 


We're reporting that there's looting, 
raping,and yes, even cannibalism 


My God, you've, you've actually seen people No, no, we haven't actually seen it, 
looting, raping and eating each other? we're just reporting it. 


CHOmMrand I RU 


Is it true 

you like people for their qualities 

but you love them for their defects? 

It can't be true 

because if it were true 

I 

who am 6 feet 3 inches and 190 pounds 
of defects 

would be loved by all the world...2013 


air biscuit 032813 


as far as people going around 

with their pants hanging down below their asses 
I understand they say it is a fashion 

and fashionable 

supposedly something having to do with 

the way that people wear their pants 

in prison 

something about advertising 

giving up the bootie 

or something like that 


For all that enjoy wearing their pants below their 
butts.This trend was born in United States jails. Prisoners 
who were willing to have sex with other prisoners needed 
to invent a signal, that would go unnoticed by guards, so 
they wouldn't suffer consequence. By partially showing 
their butts, they showed that they were available to be 
penetrated by other inmates. 


but to me there is good taste 

and there is bad taste 

and it doesn't take a genius 

to know the difference 

just a little common sense 

I know 

that is hard to come by these days 


but for me 

I apologize but 

the first thing that comes to my 
sane??? mind 

when I see someone 

male or female 

with their ass crack in plain sight 
or their skanky funky dirty 

from sitting all over town in them 
underwear on display 

and their pants part way down their legs 
so they can't even walk right 


it’s so comical when they try to run 

for a train 

looking like hunched-over bowl-legged slow-witted fools 
desperately trying to hold up their pants 

but not all the way up 

remember 

fashion first 


I apologize again 
but the first thing that comes to mind 
when I see their asses on display is 


what else should I think? 
it’s what I see 

so it’s in my head 
ass-hole! 


would you mind getting your jackhole 
out of my head? 


and what is produced by an asshole you may ask? 
come on 

you know 

only one thing can come out of that 


shit 


is there anything fashionable about 
shit 

is there anything attractive about 
shit 


there's only one good thing 
I would say about shit 

shit always happens 

we all know it 

but I don't need to see it 
when it does 


so please 

stand up straight 

and pull your pants up 

above the hips 

the air will be so much fresher too 


Bite Me 


Free write 042812 1700hrs 


the time for honest talking has passed 
clear and crystal 

sound vibrations 
reverberated through and among 
the deaf 

the ignorant 

the self-deceivers 

it’s passed now 

the time for honest acting is upon you 
and me 

all of us 

regardless of our 
individual 

communal 

national 

temporal appearances 
pigment driven 

false identities 

no one can escape now 
ostrich holes be damned 
no escape 

you have to be you now 
unwrap 

uncover 

rediscover 

you have to be free 

we all have to be free 
freedom is only possible 
when you are you 

not the 

synthetic 

manufactured 

industrial processed 
toxic product 

you 

and I 

have been fooled 

and bullied 

into believing we are 
we are not 

Iam not 

you are not 

SO 

for the final time 


I hope 
I will say it 
I live again and again and again 
I cannot be killed 
I only respond to love 
I only want love 
just like you 
love can NEVER be forced 
I don't know WHO Iam 
yet 
I feel Ido know WHAT I am 
spiritual 
non-material 
eternal 
not the ugly bag 
bile and bone and mucus 
the ugly bag can die 
but 
I ME THE REAL ME 
NEVER DIES 
and I will never be truly happy 
until I live it 
and I feel 
no one else will be truly happy 
until they live it 
the more we give 
the more we get 
and the more we can give 
and the more we can get 
and on and on and on 
that’s eternity 
that’s happy 
that’s love 
in action 
the action that’s needed 
the action all of us crave 
..now I will shut up 
for a second... 
HOW ABOUT A 

NICE BIG CUP OF 

SHUT THE Fee UP 


IN MOON LAND 


In a far away land there lived two children named Jack and Jill. Their home was at the 
foot of a high mountain. 

In the long cold winter the children rode over the snow in their sleigh, or skated on the 
pond beside the house. 

Sometimes they played in the bright moonlight. Then they played running games with 
the moon. Did you ever do that? 

One night their mother sent them to the mountain spring for a pail of water. 

As they were coming home, Jack fell and pulled Jill after him. It gave them such a 
fright and bumped them both so hard that they began to cry. 

"Try not to cry, Jack! Try not to cry, Jill!" they heard little voices saying. 

When they wiped the tears from their eyes, they saw dainty little fairies dancing around 
them. 

"Who are you?" asked Jack. 

"We are the moon fairies. Come with us to the moon, and we will show you wonderful 
things." 

"How can we go to the moon?" asked Jill. 

"Go up the bright moonbeam ladder. Come." 

The fairies took the children by the hand, and up they went. It was like running up a 
long flight of stairs. 
After a time they reached the moon. 


"Look behind you," said the fairies. 

But Jack and Jill could see nothing. Then the fairies touched the children's eyes with a 
fairy wand and told them to look again. 

Far, far away they saw the high mountain and their little home. They saw their 
playmates running and dancing in the moonlight. 

Far away to the north they saw a land covered with snow. They saw children dressed in 
fur. Dogs were dragging a sleigh over the snow. 

A man was seated in the sleigh, and the children were running to meet him. The man 
pointed to the moon, and the children looked up and smiled. 

"He is telling them that he was lost," said the fairies. "He was afraid that he would not 
find the trail, but the moon sent down its light and showed him the right way." 

"Where do they live?" asked Jack. 

"They have a snow house. There is the mother creeping out of the low door. She has 
the baby on her back." 

"I see him," said Jill. "He is in his mother's fur hood. See, Jack, he is looking straight at 
us!" 

"All babies love the moon," said the fairies. "Stay here with us, and we will sail across 
the sky. You shall see black children, brown children, yellow children, and white 
children. The moon shines on them all, and they love its silvery light." 

Some people say that Jack and Jill did stay in the moon and that you can see them in the 
bright light of the full moon. 

They stand side by side with their bucket between them. Maybe they did, but I think 
they went back to their mother. Gordon Readers Second Reader 1918 


water water 

falling down 

raising fruits and veggies 
from the ground 


yet that's just one 
of water's powers 
it also nurtures 

all God's flowers 


it floats around 
without a care 
in puffy clouds 
high in the air 


and more than that 
it must be said 
without water 
we'd all be ....2017 


Walking along was Julian Fate 
to an early appointment 
to which he was late. 


So he created a large spider 
as he decided to ride her 
to make it on time to his date. 


Along the road 

he met miss toad 

who asked him to stay 

but he hadn't all day 

so he bade her goodbye 

and hopped on a fly 

which was much faster than his spider anyway. 


Then while traveling 
he began dabbling 
and the fly turned into a gnat. 


The gnat was much lighter 
but not much of a fighter 
so he turned him into a bat. 


The bat he was riding 
just then started gliding 
towards a spot below on the earth. 


Julian Fate was at last there 
and approached with great care 
to witness his very own birth. 1972 


THOUGHT FOR THE DAY! 

"... What about the main thing in life, all its riddles? If you want, I'll spell it out for you 
right now. Do not pursue what is illusionary - property and position: all that is gained at 
the expense of your nerves decade after decade, and is confiscated in one fell night. Live 
with a steady superiority over life - don't be afraid of misfortune, and do not yearn for 
happiness; it is, after all, all the same: the bitter doesn't last forever, and the sweet never 
fills the cup to overflowing. It is enough if you don't freeze in the cold and if thirst and 
hunger don't claw at your insides. If your back isn't broken, if your feet can walk, if both 
arms can bend, if both eyes can see, if both ears hear, then whom should you envy? And 
why? Our envy of others devours us most of all. Rub your eyes and purify your heart - 
and prize above all else in the world those who love you and who wish you well. Do not 
hurt them or scold them, and never part from any of them in anger; after all, you simply 
do not know: it may be your last act before your arrest, and that will be how you are 
imprinted on their memory." -- Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn 


ANCIENT ONE, I CRAVE A ' I KNEW THAT THERE WAS 
BOON / I WISH TO ACCEPT 'GOOO WITHIN YOU...1IF LI 
THE TERMS YOU OFFERED | COULD BUT BRINGIT TO 
ME SOME DAYS AGO/I THE SURFACE 4/1 ACCEPT 
WISH TO STUDY AT YOUR YOU, MY SON / YOU SHALL 
FEET...TO BE TAUGHT YOUR BE MY DISCIPLE / 
KNOWLEDGE ... TO PROVE 
MYSELF WORTHY OF THE 
MYSTIC ARTS/ 


7 AHH/AT LAST 
I HAVE REACHED 

\ THE REAL 
\\ OR. STRANGE /, 


aa =] Vk 
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tad viddhi pranipatena / pariprasnena sevaya 

upadeksyanti te jnanam / jnaninas tattva-darsinah 

Just try to learn the truth by approaching a spiritual master. Inquire from him 
submissively and render service unto him. The self-realized soul can impart knowledge 
unto you because he has seen the truth. (Bhagavad-gita As It Is, Chapter 4, Text 34) 
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The man who radiates good cheer, who makes life happier wherever he meets it, is 
always a man of vision and of faith. He sees the blossoming flower in the tiny seed, the 
silver lining to every cloud, and a beautiful tomorrow in the darkest today. 

Good cheer is something more than faith in the future, it is gratitude for the past and joy 
in the present. Life for all of us has its hardships and disappointments. It is out of such 
stuff as this that human character is made. But after all this world is a pretty good place 
and we at least owe each other the courtesy of a smiling face and the inspiration of a 
cheery word. 

To go about our work with pleasure, to greet others with a word of encouragement, to be 
happy in the present and confident of the future, this is to have achieved some measure of 
success in living. 
excerpt from The Book of Good Cheer copyright 1913 


